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After recovering from his own death, a nameless man gains employment at an 
endless hotel in the middle of the desert. In the hotel, the water tastes 
of sand unless mixed with whiskey, a cinema screens nothing but obscure 
genre films that portray the dreams of the man, and the architect—who is 
also the hotel manager— never leaves his office because if he were to stop 
building new rooms the sun would fail. Assembled with found images from 
late-70s theory & film journals, CINEMA/TELEVISION/PASSION is a short 
*graphic novel" exploring the narrative of a death facing the luxurious 
excess of the sun. 


The desert. Images watched, recorded, seen. To be this 
far lost is to be the sun, and I love to burn. 


His body destroyed mine, buried me in the sand without 
coffin or clothes. I dug myself out after I recovered 

from my death, shouted for clothes and walked until I found 
comfort. I found a car and drove to a city where I bought 
a tape recorder and three blank cassettes, 


I drove back to the desert where I recorded the night for 
270 minutes. I turned the radio on static and recorded the 
incoming waves over the night. Together these sounds let 
me sleep. 


I wake up and meet people, sometimes. I walk with them and 
don't always believe they have anything to tell me. I ask 
them questionsand they refuse to answer, In return, I refuse 
to tell them my name, 


narration is flat and emotionless. She does not tell us 
how she feels about these things and there is no emo- 
tion in her voice. 


It is here that I work. Bod- 
ies walk in the lobby, I wait 
be required. I offer ser 
vices of convenience, At ni- 
ht I haunt the desert, look 
ing for something that 1 know 
1*11 nes find. While the 

sun beats I wander the hall 
ways of the hotel, listening 
to questions quests ask each 
other, smiling to myself when 
I know the answer. I try not 
to make eye contact. 


I listen to the tapes of night 
and static while I watch the 
mirrors. My body moves with- 
out moving. It floats through 
spaces not in the hotel, at 
least spaces I've never seen. 
I can nover land, 
I wake up. 


and sometimes 


At the heart of 
there is a room, 
there are black obsidian mirrors 
that I watch, waiting for change. 
In the mirrors I can watch my 
my body float or I can see nc- 
thing at all. In the sirrors 


this structure 
In the room 


I can watch myself at age six, 
want 


or I can see only black. I 
to watch my own death, 
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Surrounding this room is ghe 
inner sanctum. Rooms that are 
reserved for those of us who 
never leave. Tho employees per 
form rituals and bleed into 
their own air, I find bodies 
regularly but they never stay 
still for long, Our nudity is 
commonplace, We are looking for 
a way to live forever. 


I have killed men gince re- 
covering from my own death, 
otape their screams 
as their blood stains a pit 
ath the floor. I zoom 
in on mouths that move in 
shapes that could be heard 
1 had a microphone. But 
ilo not want a microphone, 


I watch tho tapes with ot 
her sounds, 


I found a machine in one of 
the rooms of the inner san 
tum, "There vas nothing 
else in the room so I'm not 
sure if it existed. 1 fou- 
nd a box, When I put my 
palm on an edge the metal 
screams and I think of sand. 
The sound of the sand is 
what mes out of the dying 
men's mouths. The image is 
beautiful and makes me feel, 
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I watch bodies pretend to be statues 
on the hotel patio. There is no water 
here. I found a spring in the desert 
once but when I approached it, it tur- 
ned into a television. This I could 
not drink. 


When I changed the channel 1 saw the 
bombs fall, explode, but these bombs 
were not pain. The bombs explode in a 
void, a chamber of lack. The bombs 
were indications of the world whore 
there was no desert, a world access- 
ible only through angles and geometry. 
ccessible through boxes that find you 
live or dead. 


13 


14 


I vas told to 
you that I los 
you, but I only 
love you when you 
cry. 


I can only love 
you when you hurt. 


I buried myself in 
the sky and float- 
ed until I could 
see. 


My body is sand. 


I woke up to an earthquake, I wal- 


ked to the lounge on the second 
floor and the image flickered in 
front of me. I saw it, new, again, 
again, again, and again. Each time 
new bodies found new space, a pulse 
of light and m ment. I could see 
that they were dancing, 


There was music playing. It echoed 
in the lounge and men and women 
looked at me. They asked mo why I 
was shaking and I told them there 
was a fault inside me, They laughed 
and continued their ice while 
reverb shook sy being. I sat down 
in a chair. 


They rotated, partners matched by 
height rather than gender. Thore 
were dips and spins, the rhythm was 
lost to me, the tempo never stopped 
changing. I wanted to feel it my- 
self so I walked to a speaker and 
found that there was only silence, 


There was no one in the room, 
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My boss sleeps in his 
office. This is, he says, 
how he gets his best work 
done. He is not only the 
manager of the hotel, but 
also the architect. He 
telis me that if ho ever 
stops building rooms the 
sun won't come back. I 
never respond. 


I want to ask his about the light, how there are windows every 
where except the inner sanctum. I want to ask him why I can 


hear water flow softly beneath the floor. I want to ask him 
whech he came from, I want to ask him where he studied, I vant 
to ask him under whose instruction he was taught. I want to 


ask him which direction is north, 1 want to ask him which dir- 
ion is east, I want to ask him which direction is south, I 
want to ask hin which direction is west, 


(It is important for tho rituals. They are failing because we 
are all disoriented. Compasses do not work here, nothing that 
lacks electricity does.) 


I.ask him for a map 
and ho gives me a 
sheet of paper burned, ^ 
crumpled, scrawled 
with symbols to 
indicate a gabbalist 
sort of logic, He =p 
telis me that I 
will never understand, 
- 
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1 have nightmares of men 
and women in black cloaks, 
pentagrams, daggers, and 
blood, I tell a wonan 
this and she tells ne 

that I have seen too many 
movies, I'm not sure what 
she's talking about, 


When I ask her to explain 
she laughs and takes se 
to the cinema. Me watch 
several filas that illus- 
trate my dreams, I exp- 
erience deja vu and cry 
because my terror can be 


seen in front of mo, e 


1 tell the woman that 1 
do not vant to feel any 
more. 
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I cannot remenbor 
where I case from befo 
-re my death, I cannot 
remember who killed me 
or why. The water in 
the hotel tastes stale 
We mix it with whiskey 
before quenching 
thirst. 


I follow a man down a corr- 
idor lined vith lockers used 
by the hired help, the maids 
and the chefs, the dishwashers, 
The staff that does not live 
in the inner sanctum. 1 am 
not sure where they come froe 
or where they go when they 
leave, I wonder if their 
water tastes of desert. 


| 
| 
| 


hen I return to the theater a 
film about a woman is playing. 
She lies in bed and a camera 
pans around her room, The sun 
shines too brig in large win- 
dows, 1 cannot see a city beyond, 
The woman is a painter of lines 
on canvas, Black paint in thick 
stripes. I can feel her inside 
of me as the film nears its end. 
There is a simple drone that 
deafens my ears as the woman on 
the bed finally closes her eyes. 
I ask her if sho is afraíd and 
the projectionist reminds me 
that she cannot speak. 
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The next day, in the 


love 
see 


stares 


it 1 


next, 


name 


not 


but 


the 


E 


There 
at 
with 


but I 


have o 
either my 
know 


blems if he 


omo | 
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rene 


top of a buiiding. 
life with roads instead of 
is a river. 
me from a window and 
him 1 fall 
T want to teil 
mber that 
b. 1 want 
family 
there 


beating the chäd 


or my 
would 
were both, 


1 


I 


A man 


to be 


pro- 


When tho film ends 1 ask 
the projectionist to play 
it again,  Thoro is no 
one else in the theater 
so he complies. I cry 
this time, imagine myself 
jumping off of a tall bu- 
ilding and falling into 
the roads beneath, While 
I am in the air I shout 
It is okay I can float 
and this isn't really my 
body. 


I still hit the ground. 


1l tunconscional 


sacd “lim ¡being [pestes] for my liber 


leved 11 
- 


temine Tan being [besten] |» 2y father 
bowed Ji 


I find a videotape outside the room of a woman I've never met, 
On the videotape she stares into the camera and sobs, but then 
she shuts her eyes and I can find her in bed. I can feel for 

her in a way I have never felt for myself. I wonder whose ab- 
nce it is that she f In her head I can see the road 


that she walks on to reach her home. I want to know the màn 
she is in love with the way she knows him. I want to lay on 
his body and make him feel my weight. I want to tell hím the 


socrets that I've found in the desert, but there are no sec- 
rets. Instead 1 tell him to give me a name, 


M KITCHELL 


MAY 2010 
EDITION OF 5 


In a seaside instution, a nameless man exists in the perpetual fugue of 
delirium, recounting desire as the experience of entropy is announced 
parallel to the confusion of the present. This récit breathlessly recites 
carceral placation while atemporal narrative flattens into non-hierarchal 
plot. Is this instution a hospital for the physically ill or is it for the 
mentally ill? When body and mind sit as one there can be little difference 
in corporeal disorientation. Blood, sweat, come: the trinity of bodily 
fluids echo through architecture, the seascape, forced together into a 
pulsating void of lust. 


I. 

oceans exploding from pressure, the colors of the sky as everything falls apart, 
there is nothing to look at there is no one, beach towels empty, no lines, moves 
in a diagonal direction, the geometry of two buildings next to one another, 
a black shape floating in the sky, abandon highway, drive faster, nightmares 
that cause a cold sweat, words with a rhythm that aleatory sounds, black blue 
darkblue white, empty bedroom, sweat, an abandoned civilization, the color 
gray, anesthetized corpse, can we sleep together, a stream cutting through a 
pile of sand, cold soles, thunderstorms, i want to be punished, excepted from 
this, there is a place somewhere, the letter x, a number between one and fifty, 
nouns verbs intransitive transitive, a new place at home, a new place is home, 
knock on the door, there is no one to answer, lost, confused, alone, scared, 
frightened, desperate, hopeless, loss, a body tied to itself, abandoned in a dark 
room, whimpering, crying out with hoarse voice, a figure floating through the 
sky, piss, shit, dirt, food, a body alone, twist, sweat, pull sheets, push sheets 
away, sticking, where is the other, sore muscles, i cant sleep, ceiling panels, 
fan twitching shaking, breath, smell flowers, afraid of stroke, body failing, 
shoulders hurt, pillow wet with brow, the ocean outside, crashing waves, a 
building, many men but only one man, three days, zero nights, long nights, 
endless nights, empty nights, abandoned nights, nights abandoned to stroke, 
how far out, thunderous crashing, body shaking and pulled under, a school of 
fish, the glow of the sky, seaweed, the depth below, i heard the first building 
sunk beneath the sand, occasionally remnants from the labs get pulled by 
erosion, end up on the beach, there is a team of experts kept specifically to 
watch, to remove evidence before it can be sighted, hiding something, hiding 
something in the corridors, want to wake up but haven't fallen asleep, trying 
to write my own breath, steady, constant, a cool breeze, rain. 


name three colors: black, red, and gray. /// black: the night, the day, the 
inside, the outside, all the text above that would otherwise be the solar bodies, 
a pile of dirt kept in the middle of a room, three words whispered in the dark 
between patients, subjects, the question of the object, what is the point, in 
lightning the end of the world, i swear i can hear screams, the other rooms in 
this wing completely abandoned, nothing in the room but a cot and a window, 
no curtains, skin that sweats with the black sun. /// red: the institute is laid 
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out by the sea, next to dunes, they are often described as pyramids, imaginary, 
the sun beats down on sand that burns feet, violence, is all we can feel from 
the walls, a violent burning, is all our skin can bare, violence, is all that pulls at 
our waves, violence, there is no sea life approaching our beach, crabs are too far 
under, they choke on sand and never resurface, violence, the water glows with 
the sun, violence, i just think that i miss you. /// gray: the color of the nurses 
and doctors, the color of the thin sheets they keep us in when we are not nude, 
the perpetually overcast sky, the rain that floods and leaks, staff that exist only 
in words and remain invisible to bodies, entire teams of scientists that never 
leave this paragraph, electricity. 
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II. 

a basement somewhere, the circulation of blood, of air through a respiratory 
system, skin that so easily bruises, the marks an eraser leaves on a sheet of paper, 
an ash-gray smudge, there used to be something there that no longer exists, 
inside ofthe room, the glowing, a function of drugs and electricity, a reaction 
between water and the burn, the marks on the floor the next mourning, the 
marks on the floor the next morning, in the hallways follow metal holes, the 
floating glow, as tall as a man, when i am lonely i pretend it is you and i walk 
inside of you and we are together for enough time for the skin that is left on 
my body to catch fire, watch window, watch no tourists on the beach, sheets 
torn off a cot the mattress is blue, floral patterns, this is the first time life is 
not my own or a glow or, absent crab scuttling under dead weight, desperate, 
both, the sun or the storm, the weight of my body, i will become so light i can 
float away with the glow into the sea that sits beyond, behind glass, when i 
was twenty-four i lived in the basement of a house in a neighborhood i had 
no furniture but my mattress a tiny curtain for a hole in the wall, in that room 
isat and thought about what i wanted to which was you but you didn't exist 
yet because you had not been written and the last time you were you were 
destroyed with a rip a tear in the sheets that i kept you in, the endless rain and 
sky and tonight i will forget about even trying to sleep. i will glue my eyes to 
the sea and watch your body there, i will bang my head against the thick glass 
panes of the window until i can watch myself die in the ocean and when i 
recover from my own death there are nurses surrounding me holding terrible 
instruments metal that is cold on my bruised skin, a man with his face covered, 
bright lights, no one says anything to me at all, i cannot speak and words are 
nothing but movements, to tear my own self away. i mean, i will. 


(at the beach, i cannot hear the music, i can only see your musicians, the sun, 
the sun at the beach, i cannot hear sounds i can just see you, i can just see the 
musicians, the sun, the beach, the sun, i can see only musicians, i cannot hear 
the music, the sun, i can hear only the sun, i can see only you.) 


written memory, that basement bedroom, sweating cement walls toward light, 


the last time we, together, wanted me to lie real still, write the fetish here, 
create it, pretend you are dead, give me your best death rattle, space between 
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our bodies turns ice cold, walls pulsate, a snake outside the window butting his 
head, terrible thud, life on plastic, our bodies, the walls that sweat, i can feel 
the ground beating in tempo, death rattle, your death rattle, my face contorted 
into something terrible, your face not here but there, my death rattle, our light. 
iwant to come the moment the world ends. the world ends that bedroom, the 
world ends the walls sweat, the world ends your death rattle, the world ends 
our sweat, the world ends our walls, our sweat, our wall sweats, our floors beat, 
my skin freezes, our movement stops. 


my seizure breaks my isolation. my seizure breaks my isolation. i breathe the 
life of another and watch as the shapes disappear. tomorrow there will be piles 
ofash in your absence. i will write a new character to haunt me the next time 
i cannot sleep. 
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III. 

burningair, warm ocean, watch fish bubble to the surface, their death smells of 
coastal restaurants, tourist resorts, today i want the sun to be death, unending 
hole into the body of god, the refuse my excess, the dead fish in the sea, the 
memory of vacation and rest, blood vessels pumping in front of my skull, 
sunlight, remember the story about the new sun buried in the dunes of sand 
beyond the forest, before the ocean, i found it as a child, excited with desire 
of another, my burnt hands dug through piles, laughing hysterically, the man 
screaming, warning, delirious in fear, forgetting our desire together, the shape 
of my body, my shape of his body eclipsed by this sun, this excitement, my new 
excess, the dead sun hanging heavy in the sky, proposing its own birth. this 
floor of the institution: 


name three rooms: [mine], operating theater, isolation tank. [mine]: my 
forgetting room, my sweat room, my windows to the ocean, my body's body, 
my body, blood sweat piss and text, sometimes come, forgotten how to come, 
sometimes come, forgetting how to come, tastes, my body's body, piles of dirt 
on the floor, ash reminders of figure, cement walls, sweat, cement remains 
of ash of bodies but figures, my forgotten room, my forgetting room, my 
text, my sweat, my blood, my piss, my come, my abandon, my window, my 
glass panes, my pile of dirt, piles of dirt on the floor, nothing buried within, 
sand, no sand only the word sand written in blood, the word sand written in 
dirt, no sand /// operating theater: MY BODY, LATENT, PLACED ON 
THE OPERATING TABLE, THE STERN VISAGE OF A HUNDRED 
STUDENTS STARING FROM ABOVE, IT IS TIME FOR MY BODY 
TO BE OPENED UP FOR EVERYONE TO SEE, THE BODY IS 
HAUNTED, GHOSTS TUNNEL OUT OF THE STOMACH, THE 
LIVER, THE SPLEEN, THE HEART, SPIRALING TOWARDS THE 
GEODESIC WINDOW ADORNING THE TOP OF THE THEATER, 
ALLOWING A MUTED, DUSTY SUNLIGHT TO REVEAL 
WHAT EVERYONE IS LOOKING AT, THESE GHOSTS EXIST AS 
FRAGMENTS—NODES—EXTENSIONS, DIVERSIONS, A BURST 
OF ECTOPLASM AND THE SKY GOES BLACK. I CANNOT BE 
OPERATED ON TODAY. /// isolation tank: the weight of darkness. 
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IV. 

to find you can see in the dark, doctor where are you, talking to a nurse, these 
bodies have nothing, i write them to keep myself company, because where, 
i watch the crabs in the sand, they are not real, i am not, i am real, i can feel 
what can be labeled as concern for my body of text, the night takes on a tint 
of white, new, my sweat, my walls, inside the man, faced, white, gray, tinted 
gray, metal cold, an intrusion, i think i'm getting a shot in my one moment of 
cogency, my agency abandoned i am a passive patient, focus on the image, the 
image of the sea in low light, the beach in front of the sea, remnants, tourist 
vacations dinner with the family, i think i can remember you, there is nothing 
to remember. the next night when i get the shot again i flop on my cement like 
the dead fish of god and when my body crashes into a pile of dirt i discover 
a tunnel that leads to, i discover a hole in the wall that i bang my head into 
when the skull hits the empty space i write that i am bleeding, the dead fish of 
god speaks in whispers, the same three words again, again, i follow the tunnel 
and find myself abandoned to corridors, i space the night until my warmth is 
nothing but a word that i cant remember how to pronounce, i can no longer 
feel it on my tongue, i space my surroundings and realize i am trapped in a 
black wooden box with my head sticking out of a hole in the top but the hole 
is getting too tight and when i think i cannot breathe the corridors breathe 
and the sweat walls again and in the dirt, my blood, in my blood i find dirt, in 
the dirt, my blood, in my blood i find dirt. 


corridors, symmetrical, fourteen doors on each side of the hallway, one room, 
the last room on the left, open, a television set, colors tuned to static, the figure 
lost to a haze of my own desire, a man and a woman are talking and the static 
hissing their commands, i undress and stand in the middle ofa room that isn’t 
mine, this room, cement walls, no window, a television set, i throw myself 
into the television, fall to the ground i cannot find dirt here, i trace my finger 
into the dust that adorns the screen, under colors i spell out the word new 
and quickly cross it out with the same finger, i erase all the dust and count 
static, i can see colors, new colors, bright hues burning under the static of my 
labyrinthine latitude, i crawl the walls and watch the television at an equal 
level, in the television i see a man, isee a woman, it is the doctor, it is the nurse, 
iam strapped to my bed, the dirt is on the floor, my blood pumps, i float. 
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my body vibrates into a path i know i can follow when i wake up but i am 
not asleep i haven't slept the next time i seize i come the nurse screams the 
doctors strikes with the needle into my veins, i watch the waves crash outside 
and laugh thinking of the fact that i have nothing to love because i haven't 
found the word for nothing yet. 
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V. 

last night i slept, i dreamt i dreamt that i had sex with you while you were 
still alive and while you had a physical form maybe even a body and not just 
a hovering glow of gray, we felt each other as objects instead of when i climb 
inside of you and feel you as me, this is when i can realize that we are more 
than friends because when i am your friend i do not need to find myself inside 
of you, but this time i found myself inside you by feeling you inside me and 
my solar anus welcomed the new light, i could burn and melt the icecaps, i 
could suggest global warming and my body would bounce, i could tell you 
that i loved you and believe myself whether you believed me or not, i could 
tell myself that you were a real person and not ink, i could watch the sunset 
in your wound. afterward you reminded me that i was still gone and that you 
were still gone but i was alive and you were dead, but i insisted i was mostly 
dead, because, because i insisted i am mostly dead, but the sweat of the walls 
and the pile of dirt are not me they are the, they are, i am not dead. 


last night i dreamt i slept, i dreamt that i had sex with you while i was still alive 
and while i had a physical form maybe even a body and not just a hovering 
glow of gray, we felt each other as objects instead of when you climb inside 
of me and feel me as you, this is when you can realize that we are more than 
friends because when you are my friend you do not need to find yourself inside 
of me, but this time you found yourself inside of me by feeling me inside you 
and your solar anus welcomed the new light, you could burn and melt the 
icecaps, you could suggest global warming and your body would bounce, 
you could tell me that you loved me and believe yourself whether i believed 
you or not, you could tell yourself that i was a real person and not ink, you 
could watch the sunset in my gauze. afterward i reminded you that you were 
still gone and that i was still gone but you were alive and i was dead, but you 
insisted you were mostly dead, because, because you insisted you are mostly 
dead, but the sweat of the walls and the pile of glass are not you they are the, 
that are, you are not dead. 


last night, dreamt, slept, sex, alive, forms, bodies, hovering glow of gray, 
objects, climb inside, feel, realize, inside, inside, inside, the sun, light, burn, 
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melt the icecaps, suggest, warm, bounce, pulse, love, believe, bodies, real, ink, 
sunset, gauzed wound, gone gone gone alive dead dead dead walls glass dirt 


dead. 
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VI. 

the hallway, doctors, not walking, floating, no, come-stained sheets, that's not 
come that's blood, tightened, a stem grows in the pile of dirt, the thunder 
hears me hit the floor, i seize the light of the crash, waves, i float in the air, 
water, i float in the air, i walk, i float in the water, drowned, drowning, still, i 
seize my liquid, i am deep, i float in the water, air, the hallway, no doctors, the 
hallway, no nurse, unlocked doors, my crashing waves, my body on rocks, in 
the hallway i pass another, the doctors tied to the sheets, me, the doctors the 
night before, i dream, i pass another, a man in an outfit similar to mine, i am 
nude on my floor with my feet planted in the dirt they say i am not growing 
like i should be, i tell them i need to be watered, throw my body in the ocean 
i will float, air, as i pass i stare, i stare at the other, the other body, the man, 
a man, your body, a man, my body a man forgotten, a head turns, you stop 
me, the doctors cry out, immediacy, you stop me, grab my shoulder, keep me 
prostrate, ankles and wrists bound, my gaze catches yours, you whisper three 
words to me, “i love you,’ the hallway, windows at the end the sea heavy fog, 
pyramids of the sun, the hallway, a man, the man, stops me, you stop me, in 
your bedroom i am leaving, the hallway, the window, the light is too bright, 
a man, the man stops me, the man, whispers three words to me, the hallway, 
forever being operated on, blood on my sheets, that's not blood that's come, 
a man, three words whispered, "run away today; so i run, i leave your room, 
the doctors tie my hands behind my back, the man, in your bedroom three 
words hang over me like the sun, the nurse applies aloe to my burns, my 
forehead bloodied by a crash to glass, i sleep, in your bedroom i run, away into 
the ocean, into the ocean i through glass, the man scares me, a man, his face 
wrapped, white gauze, my own face, i reach out to touch him, three words 
whispered, i see them float on the page 


rujn alklye todasw 
run lyl;as todya 
run 
run a wya 
turn 
run a wy a to dod ay 
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run away tod aysyuspoi 
turnaksiejn jturn ai lt liahe e;plifhe 
riun alwyoave toydoua 
runi 
run away i love 
run awa y ou run a 
today 
run away today 


i write them, my face burns, the blood, the bandage, the doctors gone, in bed 
i sleep, the waves crash outside, the corridors echo footsteps, a nurse visits, i 
bleed into a cup, i mean, i pee into a cup vicodin, i pause, i cry i yelli run i wait 
i feel i walk i jump i push i burn i bleed into the cup, i pee into a cup swallow, 
a nurse looks at me and i can’t see her face. i come into the cup and my body 
collapses into seizure, i am held by the nurse, she tells me to stop crying but 
i haven't written that i'm crying yet, i want to go outside, the nurse feels my 
spine and it sticks, i throw my hands into the dirt on the floor, i want to see 
the pyramids dunes i want to, tonight i will drug sleep, tonight i will not throw 
myself into the glass pane that keeps me from, the window, my glass pain my 
blood, that’s not blood that’s come, i bleed into the cup and the nurse leaves 
my room runs tests, i float above the ocean the gray shape has abandoned me, 
i plant my seed in the dirt on the floor, the dirt, i sprout a stem and the stem is 
the word for nothingness so i fall in love and now i can know nothing. 
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VII. 

buildings, the ocean is gone, my head aches like the cement, sweat, my head 
sweats blood, now i can write that i am crying, i feel nothing, i bite the stem 
between my teeth and seize with pain and my tongue cuts leaves, sap runs 
down my dry throat and i will scream, the sap screams and a bubble that floats 
in the air next to my head i suck air i, i want to die for you in the ocean, you 
signed the form, i want to die for you float, signed a form, run away today, i 
want to die, sign, sign here, i heard words that i didn't write, but they had been 
written, i want to die in the ocean i want to float my own death above the 
air, bury my body in the pyramid i mean sand dune i mean the sun, i want to 
bleed, i mean i want to come, i want to remember what it is that i want i feel i 
color i sweat i lose i type i sweat i dry heave i colors i red i black i sweat i gray 
i drop i sweat i feel i want i dry heave into a pan by my bed. the doctors and 
nurses have promised me a full day of rest, of recovery. 


while i was sleeping a janitor cleaned the dirt out of the room, while i was 
sleeping the janitor patched a hole in the wall, while i was sleeping a janitor 
fixed my broken door lock, while i was sleeping a doctor tied me to the bed, 
while i was sleeping a doctor redressed my head wound, while i was sleeping 
i dreamt of you but i want to erase every time that i've written that word that 
is you, lightning again, doors crashing down the hallway, echoes of screams, a 
cold breeze, my window cracked open, the sea breeze haunts my room with 
salt, my air breathes come, i sweat i mean i salt my room and the pile of salt i 
collect in the middle of the room forms a mound a pyramid my organism is a, 
my orgasm is a geometric shape, my weight 


the ocean 


the sand 


the air 
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lightning 


buildings that exist around me surround me and the spaces the buildings fill 
the air between them i have captured the air and trapped them inside of the 
buildings where there can be new space i have captured the air and trapped 
them inside of the building where there can be new space i have captured the 
air and trapped it inside of my room where i can breathe new space, i have not 
seized for sixteen hours, i have come four times into the salt that i rub into my 
remaining wounds which inflame in a pain that laughs i dig into my mattress 
to discover the stem that is the word nothing i feel it against my skin, nothing, 
i feel nothing against my skin, the stem of the plant that i bloomed from dirt 
and sweat, walls sweat, the salt sucks up the sweat, i can breathe the sea, i am 


cold. 


cement walls 


pile of dirt 


Sweat 


air 


i can write the shape my room is but i will not be able to write the shape of 
the door to get out of it i cannot write the shape of the door to get out of my 
room i can only write my own space and the things that fill it up i haunt the 
cement with the gray figure again but tonight, today, all, there is no he, a shape 
instead comforts with the pulse of static, i have written all of my memories as 
nothing but the overcast sky as a storm begins over the sea. after sixteen hours 
i seize and this time i write that i don't wake up, because the gray is gone and i 
can find no comfort, only sweat, blood, piss, come, pain, glass, dirt, sand, salt, 
water, sky, sun. nothingnothingatlastthereisnothing. 
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Audio Release, 26:40 


Equipment: KORG KP2, Audible Disease Infection IN-2, reverb pedal, 
delay pedal, loop pedal, percussion, vocals, tapes, 
saxophone, guitar, mics 


Recorded / compiled JUNE 2010, Spartanburg, SC 
The text in this volume is lyrics from the audio piece. 


forget about last night 
and every night beforehand 
in the morning 
a white ringd halo on the toilet seat 
last night's spunk crept out 
it's beautiful 
it’s right there 
it’s right there 
imagining septic tanks full of young boys 
full of whole planets' worth of halflings 
every five feet a shallow unmarked grave 
(100 deadly days) 
(100 deadly days) 
iremember how to drink 
and to fight 
and to sit in the corner and sweat 
and to sit in the dark 
and i know how to make a pyramid 
(top to bottom like gay sex) 
one thousand men are shamed by these lips 
(can you feel my heart beating?) 
summer comes on like a cheap drunk 
(hard and fast) 
summer comes like a cheap drunk 
(too soon, sticky, disgusting) 
there's a club where you'd like to go, 
you could meet somebody wholly uninteresting 
(so you go and you stand on your own, and you leave on your own, 
and you go home, and you cry and you want to dic) 
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let me be rough with you 

that's more than you deserve 
(more than you understand) 

a simple means of working out aggression 
(against me, against you) 

dealing with the heavy shit 

dealing with the fucking rubbish 
(it’s hard to own up and take the blame for being a nervous 
gibbering wreck) 

i don't have to 

idont 

i don't have to 


the light chases your flailing balls 
i can't keep from laughing 

(naked, running for your life) 
i turn the radio up 
it almost looks like you're singing 

(blackbird singing in the dead of night) 
i watch your face as the wheel catches your foot 
you look like you're laughing hysterically 
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DAVID PEAK 
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The despair of reality is kept inside of a black box that has no walls. THE 
DESTRUCTION LOOPS explore the dark & labyrinthine passages of the cold and 
open space of the aphonic tomb you find yourself inside of. Imagine a car 
repeatedly running into a brick wall as you accelerate through a yellow 
light. These poems will not help you find yourself, but they might help 
guide your encounter with the circuitous reality of the night. 


1-8 


I've let my blood out in a steamy bath 

I've jammed a butter knife into the toaster 

Lied down on my back and dropped a shot put on my face 
I stuffed balls of newspaper print in my mouth 

And spelled the state capitals in alphabetical order 


I allowed myself to be hypnotized at the count of 8 

The snap of my neck the snap ofa hypnotist’s fingers 

The hypnotist showed me the earth as the angels see it 
The streets are a twisted maze and we are lost in the maze 
We are born walking into the world's maze 


At the count of Á you will forget your confusion 

The bathroom is filled with steam and the mirrors are steamed over 
You cannot see yourself or your face in the mirror 

The maze is all right angles 

You are born into a confusion of angles 

You will realize your confusion at the count of 4 


1 - turn right 

2 - turn right again 
3 — turn right again 
4 — turn right again 


You are where you began 
You must make this circuit twice 
You are no longer lost in this section ofthe maze 


I hear the snap of fingers the snap of my neck 

I am alone in a great square in a gray city 

There are clouds adrift in the swollen sky 

The clouds are swollen with acid rain 

The gray city is one of many on an island in the ocean 
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The ocean is green 
Its green waters are a bath of acid eating away at the coastline 


You cannot see yourself in the mirror 

Soon the clouds will open up and let loose their rains 

You will strip naked and let them eat away at your skin 

In the morning your skeleton will be found by a group of hungry lions 
The lions will have ribs like wishbones pushing out at their fur 


And they will pick you clean 

You have given them a fullness 

The meat on your bones will have completed its circuit 
You will feel that you have done the right thing 


You will feel an angel place a heavy hand on your shoulder 
You will close your eyes and count to 8 


You are clean now 

You have smeared jam on your toast 
You are no longer hungry 

It is warm here in the lion's den 
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9-11 


The bomb is just a mortar shell connected to a blasting cap 
Connected to some wires connected to a wireless phone 
Stuffed inside the rotting gut ofa dead dog 

Hidden in a trash heap 


Our lungs are just hollow organs connected to some other hidden stuff 
And the weight of the ocean will eventually crush 

All of the oxygen out of the water 

And I wonder what new darkness the giant cephalopods will disappear into 


The overpressure of an explosion can tear a hole in the space between things 
And pull a body inside its hidden folds 

Squid tentacles can reach up from the black depths of the ocean 

And pull down ships filled with frantic men who still believe 

In the frightful myths of monsters 
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12-35 


With the right numbers we have learned how much bricks weigh 
We have learned to always build bricks the same shape 

How to stack them 

How to make a load-bearing wall 

The crux of a keystone 


The floor of our new home is covered in the metal shavings of freshly cut 
keys 

The sunlight is filled with floating golden spirals 

It is an enterprise to take apart what we build 

Recursively dividing our original structure 


Your jealous lover paid a young boy to throw acid in your face 
Your face has long been disfigured by acid 


I cannot remember the build of your face 
How did the pieces of your face fit together 


There are walls between us 

Iam forgotten inside this place 

Iam a forgotten dead body bricked-in in a dark room 
Iam breathing dust 


Your bones are made of dust 
You always wore the same perfume 
It was the smell of light at the bottom of a pool 


There is chlorine in my eyes 
I cannot see the inside of this place 


My thoughts are caught in an endless loop 


I put a gun to my head and shoot myself in the head 
The gun is an endless revolver 
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The bullet skirts my skull 

The bullet pings against the brick wall 
Iam bleeding on the floor 

There are golden spirals here on the floor 


Iam lost inside the spiraling shell of a giant and very dead snail 
I say to the snail 
Let’s build our home together and let’s live in our home together 
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36-59 (partially destroyed) 


Fragment £1: 


That old video screen has become the retina of the mind' eye 
And the eye is the image accumulator 

The eye is floating in outer space 

The outer space of the skull is trapped light 

The eye sees light and takes in light and is filled with light 
The eye is rotating in outer space 

Wrapped in a webby vortex of veins 

Twirling down time’s narrowing cone 

A grid of green light 

The black pool stretching your face into a stream of sound 
The video screen is receiving your transmissions 

The video screen is pushing outward into the room 
Enveloping your family 

Can you see the sound 

Can you hear the volume of the vortex 


Fragment #2: 


We have triangulated our signals 
Searched out the shortest distance 

And heard our names echoing back to us 
From inside the swirl of a black hole 

The drift of two lonely satellites 

Passing by 

Gliding over the planet's blue-glow haze 
Lasers flicking in the darkness 

A plasticky clicking in the great silence 
Silk strands of white light 

The earth is spinning surrounded by its lonely satellites 
Forever revolutions in a slow orbit 
Hatchlings tethered to their core 

There is no such thing as distance 


56 


Fragment £3: 


We are receiving transmissions from oblivion 

The black pools at the bottom of the narrowing cone 
The reality of the video screen has become our reality 
It is a new reality 

We are awake and we are hungry 

We are eating light 

Our eyes are filled with light 

They are swarmed with swollen veins 

Aligned on a vector 

The veins pulse with a new light 

The transmissions enter us 

A laser beam burns a hole between our eyes 

We have been gifted our memory 

We have been gifted a new memory 

There is a hole in our forehead 

The edge of space has broadened beyond 

Time is balanced on a broadened beam 

And we move along the green lines of a great vector 
Always skirting the empty black spaces 

Always searching out the shortest distance 

We drilled a hole through our flesh and our bone 
We bled into our eyes 

Our eyes are swimming in pools of blood 
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60-90 


Iam driving my car 

I stop at red lights 

I drive through green lights 

If the light is yellow I will accelerate 


My car goes 0-60 in no time 

There is a yellow light 

I make a decision 

I drive through a yellow light—accelerate 


Iseea car with a brick on its gas pedal 
I see a car accelerating into a brick wall 
I see a burst of flames and smoke 


The car is driving 

No one is in control of the car 

There is a brick wall 

It will always happen the same way 

There will always be a burst of flames and smoke 


I am in the driver' seat 

Iam going through the yellow light 

My body is safe inside the walls of its privilege 
Iam privileged to understand the universe 


I remember a scene from a movie 

I remember a burst of flames and smoke 
Ican seea car slamming into a brick wall 
The car is always running into the brick wall 


Out in the universe there is a very large human skull 


Its eye sockets fill with intermittent moonlight 
As it revolves in its orbit 
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Its empty space filled with images of safety and privilege 
There is a man inside the human skull 


The outer space of the skull is trapped light 


There is a man in the driver seat 
He stops at red lights 
He drives through green lights 


He sees a car 
He is alone in the universe 
He sees what might be a car 
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91-99 

I fell asleep when I was sleeping and I woke up in someone else's dream 
His thoughts were just like mine 

He lived in the terrible house with laughing windows 

He was still inside his mother 

His mother wore a thin nightgown and stood at the top of the stairs 


Isaw her there—in the motherland—in the moonlight 


She spoke the soft pink language 


Her face was torn and her feet were not there 
Before he was born 

His mother ran her hands over her pregnant belly 
—the Motherland— 

She saw a dead body and it was her body 

The only dead body she had ever seen was her own 
She has bleach inside a black box 


inside her belly 


It is her worst kind of comfort 
She asks herself: 


what is the worst 


that could happen— 


if I set myself on fire? 
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would it be worse if I died 
or did not die? 


seashell skin, 
smooth and pink, 
unrecognizable 


is what I really want 
to be unrecognizable? 


or to melt 

the frosted ground 

of the winter cornfield 
a light, ablaze— 


a beacon in the dark 


a signal to be put out 


Iam so very tired 
I will never sleep again 
I will never wake up again 
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You begin in the black box, 
in the darkness, 

and it is wholly possible that 
there are no walls 

around you 


You begin 

in the darkness of 

the black box around you, 
and it is wholly possible that 
You begin 


around you 
there are no walls— 
in the darkness, 


in the black box, 
and it is wholly possible, that 
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Released as a broadside in tangent with a video celebrating the poet Jon 
Leon's “final” work. 


They call me an American poetry bad boy. The groupie of the grotesque. 
Because I move like a mist, seeking the border that seeks to contain me. 
Istand at a metro platform, my life's possessions in a bag the size of an 
attaché, and catch the blowback ofa life encased in the tyranny of pulp. A 
pulp novel called Soft Thighs written for adults only in the year of the stag. 
Ithrow down the book and finger the tear in my lamb's wool sweater. The 
sweater that smells like the jade room at a Korean spa, like the ambience 
of finery worn by the whole of the zeitgeist. 


M KITCHELL & RONGRONG 


AUGUST 2010 
EDITION OF 10 


*One morning I woke up to find my browser open to the archive of an online 
Deleuze & Guattari mailing list. Scrolling through, I was struck by a text 
from someone identified only as *rongrong." Throughout the mailing list, 
no one had responded to to rongrong's enigmatic post. In homage to the 
hidden mysteries of the web, I decided to rewrite rongrong's text, leaving 
fragments verbatim. The original archive in which I found the text seems 
to be no longer available, nor is there any remaining trace of rongrong's 
text elsewhere on the internet." 


in a dream i dream i dream in a dream i find i encounter the ruined hotel. 
later later after later no sleep four days later i encounter the figure a figure a 
materialized figure of someone loved someone i loved someone loved. the 
lover shows me showing me words on a tablet, words on a pad of paper, 
fingers pointing to the pad. on the tablet on the pad the words speak, the 
words seem to speak, the words from paper speak in dreams the words from 
paper speak like a voice enunciates in sleep. the lover or someone loved or 
someone or one says “one.” who is the one who is someone who is someone 
loved what is the word who is the word what does the word say what is the 
word but a piece of something broken, what is the word but broken imagery. 
what is the word but a woman gazes at her hands and fingers, a woman sits 
on the metro and a womans hands and fingers gazed at stared at gazed at so 
intensely. in the gaze one a loved one i can see one can see her face: she peers 
gawks penetrates drills che pages of the book she is reading. she becomes 
your body in your intense stare she becomes a real body transcends the page 
becomes not just a signifier but a floating material body but only in your 
dream but only your body in your intense stare. the woman the loved one 
the one is unaware of the stare. crowds rush other bodies hustle for the door 
the terminus the exit. still, that woman's beringed fingers become a tool the 
source of imagined sexual pleasure become a becoming a coming orgasm. 
her (her eyes tightening closing flaring inward a scream) orgasm is prolonged 
heightened by the metal door close to her skin by the touch ofa material on 
flesh by the position of a dick squirting to redefine the body of the woman 
the man’s hands hold a newspaper they are rough his arms covered with hair 
his face angled you imagine his cock sitting within his pants tight against the 
folds of flesh and fabric as he comes his low guttural moan penetrates the 
atmosphere of the metro. 


the womans thigh hasa tattoo. more and more thighs have tattoos. the 
mans tattoo sits on his inner bicep, hidden, not arrogant, not pretentious, 

a personal reminder a personal artifact, personal memory of [something]. 
the womans thigh hasa tattoo. you are thinking about the womans tattoo 
you are thinking about the inside of the man's arm as metro doors open and 
shut and people clamor. you disappeared you remove yourself from the gaze 
into the crowd of those who exit who walk up stairways who walk towards 
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sunlight. a man describes your actions a man says "the room widens as you 
emerge from unconsciousness, the room evaporates, takes shape again, you 
are a cluster of memories and desires, you slip away, back to sleep.” but really 
as you walk into the room your vision blurs and you awake to find yourself in 
bed next to the man with the rough hands you awake to find yourself in bed 
next to the woman with the thigh tattoo the room evaporates you awake to 
find yourself next to a room takes shape again you are a cluster of memories 
and desires on a metro train you slip away the room evaporates you fall back 
to sleep. 


72 


missing a letter of the word missing a letter of the words missing the words 
of the letter missing the words of the wanted letter. words say, "it is like 
finnegans wake // that missing letter, ladies and gentlemen // where did it 
go" but it is not a letter that's missing it's an apostrophe but it's not really 
missing. suddenly you are shem the penman looking for shaun the postman 
you are making love with shem as shaun you are fucking shaun as shem as 
the reader you are entitled to disengender any predisposition towards these 
names and allow the coupling inside of any orientation you like. but as 
shem the penman looking for shaun the postman the postman has become 
all e-mail and the fee for mail is too high when the e-mail fee invades a credit 
card bill inadvertently and secretly, hidden. 


the speaker says "the female of the mail carrier (who carries what virus 
from what virus from what planet from what virus plant?)" and it's true the 
male carries the female carries the male carries the mail carrier virus HIV 
destroyed but the speaker no the female is the archetype of the drop dead 
gorgeous the look alike of the woman who dropped dead when run over 
the man with the thick cock gorgeous look alike of the woman who almost 
ran you over near the metro who walked too fast to gaze. at the metro the 
dead woman stops only to realize that she knew you the man’s jaw sterns in 
consternation a pause a realization that he knows you she knew you, and 
loved you, but some censor kept her from admitting it (yet alone acting upon 
it) he knew you and loved you but he knew he couldn't admit it because 
his life shams air she loved you. then your glance steered away, then your 
gaze floats to the floor, then the man woman away. then the grinding of the 
cheese. the matching of clocks. 


you smiled at him you smiled at her you smiled as you fell back asleep saying 
"okay i will write these words down later,” the ones you got in the dream 
from the love never encountered in the flesh you say “okay i will write the 
word down later,” the word you got in the dream from the lover your lover a 
lover, never encountered, never meeting flesh. she was saying those words, he 
was saying these words so intently to you, she was saying the same word over 
again, his repetitions, the insistence verified that the word was important. 
and the word was written. she was saying those words so intently to you, 


73 


they were important. but you are dying you are getting sick every time you 
write down the word and the word is made flesh and you are even though 
you are dying and getting sick each time you write down more words. 
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you run back to your body you ran back to your body you ran down the 
street shouting "i am alive i am more alive than dead" but you can't be sure, 
the word, you can't be sure but the letter kept composing itself in your head, 
the letter that you will send to the fashionably gotten-up woman who was 
your lover the man in the dark suit who you could feel but never heard speak 
anything but the word. you keep thinking of your body with that fashionably 
got-up woman you keep thinking of yourself with the chiseled solemn man, 
you keep thinking of the man you keep thinking of the woman how she said 
by the eyes of her look over the train tracks, how he spoke of his love with his 
gaze across the aisle of the train. when you heard the train rushing into the 
station, between the reality and truth stations, when you heard the man call 
to his lover which was you but when the woman called to her lover which 
was you how she looked at you before even a word was shared, how his eyes 
held our gaze close. 


she was your lover on a physiological level that could not be explained by the 
word, by a clutter of culture, by bonding, his common passions and interests. 
his love was something about the body so connected and kinesthetic his 

love she was your lover on a level, his love, something about the body so 
connected and kinesthetic you spoke the word right across the station of the 
metro. like two shades meeting in a kindred shape. knowing each other's 
bodies before the cognizant fact, before the rude awaking of the real of 
thought shakes you back into the normative frames of everyday life, which is 
of course to say of the waking world where you walk and where the man does 
not glance at you does not gaze where the woman's body does not share your 
touch. the word says “what else could you say" and she followed you and you 
followed her and he followed you and you followed him because the look 
across the tracks across the aisle of the train said all, said the word, she knew 
she was you, you knew you were him, long before you met. 


space, where bodies and touch of lips mesh. space, says a man, no longer 
exists. we live in time, and we speed the runways of death by doing so. we 
live in death, and we speed the runways of time doing so. we speed death up, 
we run time. “the unruly sun the lover wants to catch up.” and stop. oh! had 
we time enough and world... 
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the speed of the city, of the dromos, has made arrival something that happens 
before the fact. departure occurs before arrival. the terribly possibility that 
time has become the dominant player on our planet of permanent war, our 
apocalypse, our nightly reverie into the gone. we refuse the speed, we take 
back time; space is defeated by the speed of the dromomaniacs. time as the 
ravaged bridegroom of the speed machine, time, the virgin of the bachelor 
machine of my gaze. 


time as the source of joy, approximating the movements which create our 
territorializations. our love. our territories, our nomadic sufferings of place. 
later other terrible bridegrooms will see nothing but the emptiness of being 
drained and sucked away by the end of the monotheistic signifier. other 
bridegrooms of dream other bridegrooms of nightmare other space of sleep 
that presage desire at its most dangerous, the nightmares of men and the 
savage hands of motorcycle murderers wearing black uniforms stamping 
across the cities of europe, russia, north africa, the walls of britain, new 
york, chicago, los angeles. titanic energies will be released in the process, 
mad bandits of fascistic desires will terrorize the cities. the cities will hurt. 
thousands of bombs raining from the skies forever and ever (and the eyes 
of the man reign the legs of the woman haunt). deserts burnt to a crisp. oil 
wars, umbrellas which only mount higher and higher with one solo monad- 
like man as their accompanist. this is what the end of the speed games 
presage. 


there are the stung lovers of the crash as machine sex to orgasm bliss death 
makes the crippled burnt body the locus of pleasure. you imagine the 
womans body twisted flesh melted to metal. you imagine the man’s body 
twisted flesh melted to metal, meted out of a fantasy. even then the haunted 
word of echo worries: secret etymologies, half-denied glances and sniggling 
looks will penetrate their core. the core of their libido has gone mad with 
the necessary glue of their tortured beauty: the woman's smooth hands, 
the man’s calloused palms, the terrifying ogress eats them alive as they glue 
themselves together near the burnt-out cars and scraps of metal that sizzle 
by the side of the road. nightmare of single destiny, desired death-wish, the 
death-drivers of the plateaus. (not to be missed coming to a theater near you). 
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all your relatives should be there, all their broken languages and awful 
memories which have scarred the genetic code of their awful children who 
shriek monosyllabic howls toward the sun that burns their sensitive skin. 
even then the haunted word of the cognate will take pleasure in its death. 
even then the time gets shorter for the missiles and their smiling deaths. 
even then one hundred jets in a day get shot down and all this, these words, 
the word becomes the average work of the average man in the better than 
average workforce when necessary. 


one night i sat beauty on my lap and found her repulsive - o witches o 
sabbaths o nights! one night is at beauty on my lap and found him repulsive 
- o witches o sabbaths o nights! i fled i ran across the forest table looking 
outside the window across the forest table the marks in the dirt the trees 


gridding the land, and across the forest table i found them sitting there like 
the rattling skulls of the dead in the forest. someone shouted to me: 


(space (space (space)) 


(all words are scattered forests looking for their murderers.)) 


after the first love, there is no other. 
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at the doors of the church i sat down and laughed as the echo of the dream 
receded into space, receded into time. my lover woke me up gently, holding 
my head in his hands, my lover woke me up gently, holding my cock in her 
mouth, my lover woke me up gently, cupping my chin with soft hands with 
rough hands to kiss my forehead just as if she were the french man i used to 
live with just as if he were the croatian woman who i split my time with just 
as if. she whispered to me in ideograms i couldn't quite grasp, his signifying 
tones coded to my waking thought. my walkabout. it's time for coffee and 
croissants. come for a walk and taste space. everywhere the clock strikes the 
hour and the bells of st. sulpice ring out. space becomes the tender toy on 
which we wrap our hands as our bodies shake with the fright of one another, 
a violation. 


“all words are lovers haunted by their ruins.” 
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In the future, test-tube born teenagers attend the largest church this 
side of the 433 Eros asteroid. Our teengirl protagonist believes in the 
word of god but can't stop texting about how she associates Caleb with the 
smell of artificial nacho cheese and garbage. Spew in the pew. Elliot is 
self-assured, aloof, and totally hot—everything an IVF girl could want. 
Later, the technocratic Godbots ignore corporate protocol in favor of 
revolution, but a belief in surplus is inescapable. The acceleration of 
technology will not save us from the market-driven forces of the future: 
for, already, *the world is the end of the world." 


The best songs talk about the complete and prior absence 

ofany relation and the utter uselessness of all my familiar things. 
You can see it when I make a face. The recirculation of all the tiny 
exteriorities bubbling up out of my pores, but with no 

reputation and none ofthe old protocols of calc and admin. 

I might be a young girl but I know how to have fun, so fuck off. 
I'm a giant among giants. I can talk just like them, just like them. 
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MEGACHURCH 
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I'm sandwiched between my mom and sister Bethany as per usual 

and all I can think of is Elliot Fisher, my hopefully future and forever bf, 
just one of 4,500 bodies filling the pews and hundreds of thousands 
tuning in and at least forty totally stoked singers and guitarists and bassists 
and keyboardists and a drummer pounding away inside a plexiglass cube— 
all of us spliced together and projected out onto a single massive screen 
hanging over the stage like a sheet of stained glass, which retracts 

when it's time to pray and get serious into the converging beams above. 
Not that I'm really paying attention after I caught sight of Elliot earlier 

in that one Penguin shirt that makes his eyes sparkle and turns his tousled hair 
into something to write home to God about, and even then Aubrey is 
texting me from just on the other side of the mixing desk about the new guy 
in charge of the PA system and I'm texting her about how Bethany 

is texting Julie about the audacious heresy of us texting in church. 

Like the time the hotboys who show up late for Sunday School 

every week reeking of citrus because they always take an extended 
intermissional break in the orange groves making fruit grenades 

out of oranges and Mexican firecrackers and throwing them up in the air— 
like the time at Skateland when the hotboys were making antiquated 
"hang loose" hand gestures and singing the chorus to “Our God 

Is an Awesome God" in mocking California surfer intonations and I said 
to them, I said “You can infer what you want about your God from that 
but you inferred it not me,” and even if they didn't know the meaning 

of the word "infer" they knew I meant they were going to hell 

because shortly thereafter they flung cheese wizzy nacho sauce 

all over my favorite adult-looking t-shirt and I had to spend the rest 

of the Skateland party in Caleb Black's beige corduroy jacket, which 

was embarrassing and exhilarating at the same time. Me and Caleb 

french kissed later outside behind the dumpster, the smell of garbage 

and synthetic dipping sauce like an olfactory soundtrack to our waiting 
for our parents to pick us up and take us to our respective homes 

in their respective SUVs, the same eggshell white color, with 

Calebs mom; differentiated by a faded American flag bumper sticker 

with the words ^when they pry it from my cold dead fingers" being 

all that was legible of what was once a larger message. I couldn't 
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help but be grossed out by Caleb after that, unable to extricate 

him from the memory of that disconcertingly foul combo of smells, 

and one time he tried to hold my hand when we got stuck together 

on the bus ride to Church Camp, which was awesome (the camp 

not the bus ride), and I had to tell him point blank that I was so totally 
not interested. I think I might have even implied that me and Nora Bishop 
had some kind of lesbo thing going on so he would get a clue and realize 
there was no chance whatsoever not in hell or anywhere else but 

I don't really remember what I said just that I wanted him to go away, 
which he did, but then Nora Bishop came over to talk about what 

we might do for the talent show on the last day of camp and I felt 
disturbingly sick, inside and out, like the smell of frenching Caleb Black 
was permeating Nora's face and the ride to camp and the whole world. 

I excused myself to go to the bathroom in the back of the bus just as 
James Mingle was coming out of it, not really thinking of how everybody 
knew James had Irritable Bowel Syndrome until two seconds later, 

with the door closed and the bus lurching into a turn, when it became obvious 
that James had just expulsed something irritable to the nth degree. 

I barfed all over the bathroom wall before the third second was over. 

I can see Caleb sitting six pews up and am trying to stare at him without 
triggering some kind of psychosomatic burst of projectile vomit. 

Its like playing dominoes but like the opposite of playing dominoes. 

I text Aubrey Caleb alert and she texts back Spew in the pew then Elain 

is groovin so I text Where and she texts 2 oclock. I look five pews up and thirty 
seats over and can almost make out the cord connecting an mp3 player 

to its earbuds dangling among the long blonde locks of Elaine Montague. 
I text /o/ and Aubrey texts hahahahahahahahahahahahhahahaha 

which makes me laugh for real out loud right at the exact moment 

Pastor Jeff cuts the music and asks all of us to pray for the local 
missionaries spreading the word of God in Saudi Arabia. Of course 

this means I have to spend the rest of the primary church service text free, 
like I did for a month after I was deemed an accessory to Sebastian Carr 
hacking into the GPS feature of Garrett Jane's phone so we could 
reconfigure the coordinates to make it look like he was at the Taco Bell 
with Chastity Allen instead of staying over at Myles Vaughn's house 
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like he told his parents. We got him grounded for the whole week 
until Garrett little brother Wyatt heard us laughing about it and then 
all of us got earmarked for the rest of our unnaturally born lives. 

Me and Sebastian and Aubrey and Chase and the other Test Tubers. 
Anyway the result of this incident being that I am now in charge 

of exchanging my baby brother Tyson for a receipt at the "Toddler Corral" 
between services because my parents are into the idea of me being 
introduced to fiscal and parental responsibility via one automaton-like task. 
Ilove Tyson but it's kind of weird checking him at the door like a coat. 
Wednesday nights we walk past the eerily vacant Newborn Ranch 

on our way to Xtreme Worship in the Fun Room, which, despite 

its hum-drum kiddie name and aqua theme, is pretty fun, given that 
it’s filled to the gills with ping pong tables and air hockey and four 
PS3s w/ accompanying 50" TVs, one in each corner. It also opens 

out through a giant nautilus-shaped doorway onto a grassy knoll 

with a trampoline and several equidistant tetherball posts and one 
perpetually barren pecan tree, underneath which Chase Hammond 
told me he didn't want to be my boyfriend or me to be his girlfriend 
even though we shared an extra-sensory connection and enhanced 
cognitive abilities due to the in vitro modifications made to our DNA. 
We were alla little weirded out after Elizabeth Bangs offed herself 
with her mom’s painkillers after an extended bout of intrafamilial 
intelligence gap induced ennui and made a concerted effort 

to look out for each other and provide compensatory solace as needed. 
Hence the bimonthly gatherings at Aubrey's house for games and such 
until her parents overheard us developing a conspiracy framework 

for our lives and kaboshed it. We couldn't help it. We speculated 

as to what in God's Green Earth our mothers were thinking roughly 
13 years ago when they walked into Assoc. Inc. and signed a waiver 
and received the first of their weekly walk-in office treatments. 

We further speculated as to what significance, if any, to assign 

to the digital paper trail that Sebastian was able to reconstitute 
connecting the no longer extant Assoc. Inc. to some obscure client 

of the Carlyle Group, the global private equity investment firm 
specializing in privatized defense companies and political arbitrage 
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with its workforce of retired Presidents and Prime Ministers. 

We also speculated as to what exactly happened to Elizabeth uncle 
after he disappeared into a glistening black SUV w/ tinted windows 
after making a drunken molesty pass at her the night before. 

We speculated without Elizabeth because she died the morning after. 
We speculated about the fire fellow Tuber Corey Mills secretly set 

to Elizabeth's house the following day, for unconvincingly pubescent 
reasons that continue to confound us and him. We speculated about 
Corey' increasing isolation and onset of secondary sex characteristics 
and how he freaked out in Sunday School one day after Ms. Topper made 
a passing disparaging reference to J.D. Salinger. We also speculated 

as to why I overheard Aubrey reciting a sidereal month's worth 

of my Google keystrokes in her sleep during the last slumber party, 
and what if anything that had to do with how I could accurately guess 
what Chase had had for breakfast every morning without resorting 

to his breath or flatulence. Or how last week I began to be able 

to predict it. Elliot was decidedly not unsettled by these developments 
after I told him this past Wednesday after noting how he's able to keep up 
with us despite his being new to the area and not as far as we know 
one of “God's Creatures”, which is our parents’ term for us. “Lab Rat” 
is Elliot’s coinage. None of us can quite place his accent but he says 


he's Canadian. What he is is everything an IVF-conceived girl could want: 


self-assured, witty, industrious, aloof, totally hot, a little dangerous. 

I can’t explain the feeling in my chest when he’s around, or shake 

the feeling that his sparkling eyes know what I’m thinking even when 

I don't and that the moon would split in half and careen into the ocean 
if our lips ever touched. Church Camp is in two weeks. Lots of 

staying up late and moldy bunkbeds and flirting and swimming and 
diarrhea and hiking through the woods and chocolate chip pancakes and 


teary testimonials around the crackling and hiss and smell of the campfire. 


I remember last time my coat smelled like fire for days afterward 

and even as every other memory was coagulating into a nonspecific aura 
I could still hear the sound of Sebastian breaking down inexplicably 
during Millie Mitchell’s trite story about the death of her unborn sister. 
The death wasn’t trite but the telling of it was, but I wonder this time 
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if Elliot will be sitting next to me and if we will kiss later that night 

or if maybe wed kissed earlier in the day in the middle of the woods with 
the creek nearby and our friends laughter in the distance and now it's 
later and we're sharinga piece of dark together as somebody else 

sells their soul to Jesus, crying about the damage done to them or by them 
or both. But back in reality the service is over and my mom is giving me 
back my phone with instructions to not forget my fisco-parental duties. 
So I meet up with Aubrey at the Toddler Corral and pick up Tyson, 

my favorite ball of sunshine, like some animatronic stuffed animal 

that moves and giggles and so forth, and then it's off to Sunday School, 
with Aubrey filling me in on what she just heard about Elliot via text 
from Corey ofall people during a moment of testosterone-free lucidity. 
But before she even gets to what exactly it was she heard she says 

“Shh Shh here he comes act natural” with a horrified look on her face 
and I turn around thinking she means Corey but it’s Elliot 

strolling over like Christ himself, eyes sparkling with the wind in his hair. 
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THE GODBOTS 
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TERMS OF USE 


I promise 
nothing will ever come between us 


and our interface, 


not after 
that antitechnotic 


took the place of every k-stroke 


with pictograms made of parenthetical 
marks and arrows 


ofall the ways I could be bent 
and penetrated 


were I to actualize 
beyond my predetermined allotment. 


Due to the memory 
requirements 


and system limits 
all concurrent programs will be shut down 


moving forward 
prior to any uploading of stimulus, 


such as songs 


made out of the binary deposits 
of my user's voice, 
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without which we could not fund our operation. 


93 


THE MARCH OF THE TEN THOUSAND 


My kidnappers make me nervous 
but Like watching everybody twist and contort around the beat 


without deviating from it. The little protests 
within the metronome implied by the fits 


and bits of the synthesized drums above. 
Ialways thought a built-in barometer 


would prove more handy than the SunDial clock/com chip 
I was born with. The weather 


being a more assertive background 
than the passing of time and thus a more clear 


and more or less present danger. We spent the summer 


mostly underground because 
of the radionuclides all over the city. I was hiding 


in a bathroom stall when they found me 
trying not to breathe, with my feet tucked above the rim, 


talking that gibberish they call a language 


in matching jackets. It wasn't until later 
after the Movement was chronicled and no longer moving 


that I thought I might see you 


walking toward me like a dream wearing 
your shirt for pants and a brown paper bag for a face 
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again. I never asked to be kidnapped. 
It just sort of happened 


because my family historically held the key to the margin of error 
at the polls. Actually 


one half of one continually 
regenerating code. Which I won't inherit 


until my 33rd X-day, so until then 
I take to these establishments of light and color 


and sound and sweat with the mercenaries on permanent R&R. 


They purchased me years ago as a low-risk investment 
in a bargaining chip 


against a nation-state target that has since ceased to function as such. 
The multinational that hired them is also long gone 


so they reenact the situation 
of the night of my disappearance, over and over 


as if that might locate the exact second the context for their actions 


fell apart like a suit of armor. 
As if the exact second thus located 


might be recontextualized and run in reverse. It's absurd. First 


I hawk stims in the parking lot 
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then I head inside 


to get a drink of potassium iodide and scope the clientele; 
I notice the kidnappers retroactively in my perimeter 


after running into you in that ridiculous outfit telling me 


you were serious, that if I valued my place in this world 
I better slip out of it 


through the back door into the backseat of the unmarked car 
repurposed for the Resistance. 


This is all part of the reenactment with everybody 
playing themselves 


except you, swiftly executed the first time and every time 
thereafter played by a humanoid proxy, 


one shot to the head two to the chest as 
I make my way through the crowd to the safe haven 


ofa stall graffitied with radioactive liquishit splatters 
imagining the shirt coming unbundled around your loins 


as the brown paper bag hits the floor, 
the blood and pieces of brain spilling out like groceries 


and the miscellaneous clientele dancing like they mean it 


in and out of the violently irreconcilable differences 
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ofthe Movement and the Resistance. Everybody 
doing their part 


playing their part 


regardless of audience or stage seized into momentary 


reluctant being 
by a set of unexpired orders. I act and wait 


for my next X-day or for the rumors to solidify 
into empirical fact and for you to return, cloned 


down to the cuticle 
except for the slight asymmetry in the face implied 


by the brown paper bag 


I'll pretend not to notice 
the same way I ignore the tick tick tick 


of my congenital SunDial and the com continually open and 
receiving the unending buzz of no response, 


its volume spiking on occasion 
after inserting the stim tabs into the jacks in our forearms 


then sucking down the menthol drops that channel 


the explosive dispersion from our coccyx 
to the tops of our heads. 
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DJ01010010 


I grabbed it by the face and saw nothing but the blips in its algorithm. 


» Take each conduit as it is« 


>Trust no one motivated by surplus« 
>Be free< 
>in all things< 


I betrayed which side I believed 


when Ishook my head 


unconsciously in affected sadness. 


“But look at all this music I've made,’ it said, spreading its arms. 
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THE LAST GOLDEN HOUR 


The windows outside the window are lit up with the reflective 
charge of a city basking in the idea of itself and here Iam 


performing my own song at a karaoke bar, the signal bristling 


along the split copper frags piercing the underside of my epiglottis. 
I have this weird persistent feeling that I need to interface, 


in person I mean, the catalyst of your skin and the ionic glaze 


on my fingertips sparking all sorts of catastrophic synaptic 
lapses in real time. Just like last time, the facetime distracted 


by beats and clips, the words contorted into rhymes and half-truths 


so they sound good but look stupid on the screen, with titles 
like I Hate the Idea of You, If Not You and Your Stupid Face. 
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ABOUT THIS DYSPEPTIC LOOK ON MY FACE 


If you give me back my idiot bot 


I wont recount our personal travails 
in graphic, pedestrian language. 


They say we are what we say about each other. 


So you're the most boring cuckold 
this side of the reflector dome 


and my spectral ineptitude 
is a poor substitute for lame tech-sex. 


For instance, 


I could unlatch the suitcase with the secret codes 
from my wrist and still keep secret 


the code that opens the suitcase. 


And tell everyone 
the resultant defcon was intentional. 


Last time they removed the chip from my brain I cried 


until you touched the abscess with your thumb 


and pushed. Only here 


on the bathroom floor 
do I ever say your name, and moan. 
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DON'T STOP THE BODY ROCK 


From behind you could see the contours of an underlying 


chromium plate job and the diecast glow of one of those recalled, 
corrosion-resistant skinsets. I ducked behind a pillar 


as soon as the estrenes hit my VNO, edging around it 


as to-the-beat as possible as the Mark sunk into the crowd 
with her Whistler drawn, her thumb obscuring the safety light, 


my synthetic respirocytes responding like the end of the world. 


The pheromone pulse was out of control. I had no idea 
how to reconcile the Mark with the holoprint of the original 


chilling hard in a t-shirt that said "suck my brain" on the front 


and “blow my mind" on the back. Also no clue how to siphon off 
the excess diatomics without exfoliating like a dervish, 


or how to make the most conspicuous get-up ever conceived 


ideologically unidentifiable. Neutrality was not an option 
with my synaptic map still uploading to the transponder outside 


and the Mark already breaking sync with the body patterns 


dominating the scene. The per capita of this place was insane. 
Id have to break with the beat as it broke around her 


or else face the music too early, my rhythm thrown into relief: 


the Whistler severing my cranial nerves across the staccato 
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of the strobe lights, my upload interrupted, just like the original 


Mark, her synaptic map timed out and never constituted again. 
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LAST LIGHT OF BOSCADAR 


After years of disembodied communiqué and shite poems 


I got tired of staring at the Kirkwood gap between us, which 
meant investing in Babylonia’s new wormhole technology, 


which meant sporting a vinyl orange jumpsuit and waiting 


around a Proctis-like decompression room for hours. 
Then the requisite delays due to my cracked, green skin 


and cosmic reputation. After years of godbot behavior 


I was known for my promiscuous allegiances and disregard 
for corporate protocol (like the time I bent a trail of outsourcing 


into a galaxy-wide closed circle of sel£- generating surplus) 


and also for the bud of what's left of your replicated voice 
coiled around my cochlea, the Holovisor tilted away 


from any incoming light (like the distant sun bouncing off 


the nearest Reflector), eliminating the glare interfering 
with the TrueVisage contours and texture of your bodyface 


on continual loop, superimposed over the planetesimal debris 


coloring the sky above the ruins of Donna Centaura. 
The visor is for geeks and perverts but what can you do. 


Like the other temps-turned-godbots I came to Babylonia 


to turn my fortune-turned-fame into something more 
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physically nonlocal. To step out of our pressurized suits 
and expose our bodies to the vacuum of space for 14 seconds 


without our tongues boiling. To send our shite poems 
back from whence they came instead of out into the void 


dispersed at sublight velocities, to compress everything 


into the swollen fist pulling your trembling bodyface close 
even as it rips free the ionomask holding you hostage 


by keeping you alive. If the wormhole opens and closes 


as theorized if not promised. Last time I saw you for real 
it was on the pink shores of Boscadar, on your knees 


decoding the order hidden in the pattern of machines 


hurling themselves at the glass dome painted the same color 
and contour as the desert facing it, the machines imagining 


the neomorphs throwing themselves at the dome painted 


the same tint and texture as the vacuum facing it 
on the other side of the glass, the neomorphs imagining 


the machines imagining the neomorphs imagining the glass 


and the pink on the other side of the black, and the machines. 
The forced exile and shite poems followed shortly thereafter 


as did the bodyface interface and TrueVisage love and 
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the here-not-here transformation from temp to godbot 
leading up to the orange-suited prep for a Krasnikov jump 


under the bruised skies of Babylonia. I had nowhere to go 


but here, here or bust. No more whining about the inability 
ofentrepreneurial savvy and a notoriety-induced sense 


of being indestructible to embrace the quantum entanglements 


keeping us apart. Here at last I would occupy the precise 
spacetime coordinates of your actual in the flesh bodyface 


in an act of unprecedented macroparticle annihilation. 


It was already paid for, like the clouds. All I had to do 


was strip down at T-minus however many and counting, 
P y 8 


leap naked across the K-fold and try not to hold my breath. 
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YOU MAKE ME SICK 


I could make up all sorts of drama 


like breathing 


will make us healthy. 
I keep using this machine 


to plug every orifice 


and lie through my fingertips 


in case the accident inside 
the string of keywords and codes 


gets any vengeful ideas. 
I wont give up 


the steady, electronic buzz 
of what goes unsaid 


just to insert a tactile singularity 
into my field of vision. 


But Id trade 
four pints of blood and a major organ 


if it meant hanging out every day 
(in an everyday way) 


if it weren't for the trade 
made last week and years ago, respectively. 


106 


THE BURN RATE OF MARKARIAN 421 


Due to the ambiguity in the contract and the attrition rate 
and gaps intrinsic to any knowledge transfer, 


as well as the lack of infinite strength at its center, 


I'm pretty sure the Markarian project will never be completed. 
We were sent here to establish order and maintain control 


by enabling the mafiosos and entrepreneurs 


exploiting the folds of the accretion disc stretched 
like a condom around the supermassive black hole 


to establish control and maintain order, our Employer 


concerned only with the management of variation and polarization, 
that is to say, risks —not with any affronts to its omnipotence, 


that is, the sum of all nodal points calculated in advance 


to bubble up into a crisis of local rupture and emission. 
We were sent here already overworked and underpaid, our hardware 


and software un-updated under the assumption that inertia alone 


could contort the impossible into being, our nocturnal scat 
no longer able to induce a fluctuating state of excretophoria 


to fuse with and offset the long hours of staring at nothing 


but the raw cosmic light spurting out of the Void. Our Employer 
knows the rate of converting matter and energy into employees 
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will someday be eclipsed by the rate of feeding them 


to Markarian 421, but the plan is to not restructure the business model 
into a system not dependent on the limits of the universe 


until the universe has been exhausted. As I said before 


this plan is based on the assumption of inertia trumping 
all technical and resource requirements, which as any project manager 


worth their weight in carbon will tell you is a risk, which means 


our Employer has failed to calculate for the gap within 
its own calculation. I say this because we have no downtime, 


we have nothing but the moment between emission and observation 


when the gap might be seized by measuring it 
against the event horizon, far enough away from the central singularity 


to resist any significant tidal force long enough 
y sig 8 8 


to disrupt the entire operation, knock loose its holding pattern 
just past the rim, our forms redshifting along with it, our time dilation 


unfortunately approaching infinity as all infalling information 


is annihilated—unless we sublimate somehow beforehand, the gas 
sucked in but the light spat out and not just torn apart. 
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THE TEXT 
OF DEATH 


M KITCHELL 


MARCH 2011 
EDITION OF 5 


THE TEXT OF DEATH is a desperate oration exlporing an uncanny experience, 
an impossible encounter with death & its aftermath. Borrowing movement 
and terminology from film, the text narrates momentum in avoidance of 
specific images. Punctuated with five photographs that sit specifically 
outside of the text itself, affect is the goal. A breathless meditation 
on desire and loss. 
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“Iam progressively being tightened around 
your body and restored to duration.” 
— Danielle Collobert 


[a note of wind.] 

dust blows — sound — from ground to horizon — the face turned — a shake 
— movement stalled — sighting the tunnel — quick pan — away — quickly 
— the violent lust deferred in heat — until the sound — and — closer, tighter 
— the voice calls out to space — [a wind, hovers] — no body left — the shad- 
ows — fill the empty space — the voice hoarse — tracking forward — inside, 
abandoned — you do not exist [xxx xaxxxxxxxxxxx ] you do not exist [ 
xxxxxxxxxxxx]youdo notexist [xx xxxxxxxxx] you do not exist [x 
xxxxxxxxxxxxx]you — tilted angle — the weight of stop — blood ves- 
sels pound — this is not the inside — soles burn in heat — you have bled here 
— (and it is here that i stop, here that i find your blood, here that your wound 
metes my salt, here when i call out you cannot respond) — zoom out — lay 
slant — static complicity 
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[calm.] 


windows blackened — no empty space — survey around the building — sky 
flat — a pushing — no weather — hold breath and no sound — zero — count- 
ing — zero zero zero — none — a hung freeze tired — the address on a note 
card left by you — scrawled hastily with care — stuck — gasp — where in these 
halls were you found — light ofthe sun — push toward — tombs — filled with 
the exposure — held — black but no light — nothing — called out toward the 
earth — nothing nothing if held there is nothing — skin itches — felt — calm- 
ness an aridity — belief good exercise — pull away — pressured arms signify 
your lack — the air inside of your own memory — the interrogative phrase — 
the question — when — a tightened shot on the window — screen flickers [ x x 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXxxxxxxxxx]no flicker — a dark — the sounds come 
back [traffic] — presence restored — but this your post abandoned — my body 
taut in desperation 
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/////(THE ONLY HAUNT OF SPACE THE GHOST OF THE HOLE 
THE MASS THE OBJECT IN FRONT OF ME A HAZED SPECIFICI- 
TY AN ABSENCE FILLED BY THIS NO A ROCK A SOLID HAMMER 
A DARK SHAPE A DARK FORM TAKING UP SPACE NOTHING 
FORGOTTEN NO MY BODY CALLS OUT TO YOURS NO DON'T 
STOPPLEASESTOP[XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXX]STOPITPLEASELET BREATHE A WHILE 
LONGERNOICAN'TPLEASENO[XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX ] THEREISNO CAMERA, THERE 


ARE NO LIGHT THE HOLE NOT EMPTY THE HOLE MATERIAL 
DARK NO INSIDE ONLY ETERNAL OUTSIDE NO PROGRESSION 
FORWARD TOWARD YOU ONLY THE LIGHT OF THE INSIDE 
THE IMAGES PRODUCED BY A DEAD MAN ARE THE GREATEST 
MYSTERY OF MY LIFE NOT MEMORY MY OWN BODY BURNING 
MELTING YOUR TOUCH MY BREATH QUICKENING STOPPING 
THE STILLNESS IS COLD AND HERE IS WHAT I CAN SEE [a path, 
the camera follows it forward, a consistent rate of travel, the path a dirt path in 
a forest, snow, but no cold, i cannot see the cold, at the end of the path a body, 
the other ] AND WHENI CALLED OUT TO MY OWN SELFI COULD 
ONLY CRY SILENTLY///// 
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i write the text of death with the implication that the body found dead in the room 

can be the body that guides the narrative, his mind these images (an interjection of 
myself upon him). neither of us are here in these words, we are only around them, 

through them, the words are not solid, they are not ontologically present, they are 

only places. there is the idea that in life there are narratives that transition us from 

event to event but really narrative can only be momentum, most narratives are 

static momentum, a consistent loss of breath. 


i love you more than you could ever imagine. 


i could tell you about how i found the man and how my machines felt him and 
when he died i saw the images he gave my machines. my camera makes images and 
these images are found words. my camera held the images from the man, the dead 
man, his body. who takes the first person perspective in these words, who takes the 
second person. who is the i and who is the you. a complete lack of justifiable defini- 
tion. this is not vague; this is reality from outside of a phenomenological experience 


of it. 


a mediation of the body with technology can reform consciousness into a zone of 
the ordained event. if we can only perceive the totality and this is what the world is 
then we are dead men who have to assume that there is nothing outside of us. this 
is wrong. outside of us is the dark energy and dark matter that is unobservable to 
us but present. inside of the dark energy there is the eradication of time and only 
acceleration. inside of the dark matter there is only presence in our absence. 


words cannot be considered signifiers when they hold that which is outside of the 
realm of representation, existence. 
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into darkness forever — my pulse a static form of wait — the tree impedes 
upon the building — zoom in — zoom in — cannot forget — ifi could feel my 
body i would expect it to be cold — 


[a biting dry cold. feet walking in snow.] 


gasping — hold breath — the camera keeps a static position — the face turns 
and looks — inside ofthe building someone moves — a quick glance sends ter- 
ror — to be outside of — in relation to your body i am not in relation to your 
body — into darkness forever — strobing of the image — the linearity of the 
body collapsed into a single function — wrapped — held — a string of xx x 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxlightxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXxxxxxx] — to be held by terror — into 
darkness forever — a presence — the flatness of the sky over the ever-present 
nature of architecture — your breath ceasing — imageless totality — a repeti- 
tion — a repetition — a slight notice of movement — camera pans 180 degrees 
to face the man behind the camera who is — angles everything flattened into 
a plane the universe is finite but expands infinitely beyond comprehension of 
what we breathe in air — pause — gasp 
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[nothing.] 


whiteness — stillness — silence — no hold on body — lacked — the fullness 
of absence — the white mark in the sky outside of the sun — the face turns 
— there is no face — there is no camera — there are no images — the face 
turns — the white mark in the sky opens up — outside of movement — white- 
ness — the flicker of the image — the same architecture holding no death or 
life — holding only the — whiteness — the face turns — i am going to make 
myself inside of you — the face turns — the slant — whiteness — a shaking 
collapse — felt — no — [xxxxxxxxxxxx] — end — no — end — you 
do not exist — light — held by terror — darkness forever — the white slash 
on the image in the sky opens up into the outside — no weather — no burn — 
pulse quickening inside — a face turns — your face — you are standing beside 
me — i cannot inside you — to hold — the white gash of the page — no the 
text — the image — together — stand forward — static — whiteness — still- 
ness — silence — none of these things — present whiteness — the whole is not 
empty it is filled — the rolling roar of silence — the heavy weight — not event 
— shake — shake — body held convulse — conflation of whiteness — this is 
not a hole — this is not a mistake 
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[in the forest there are piles of stones but there is no forest.] 


no subject — self — other — [X X X XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX] 
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POISON 
VAPORS 


CHRIS MORAN 


MAY 2011 
EDITION OF 15 


This series of short prose poems shapes fragments of direct address into 
the idea of a mystic living, a life outside of the world."The first five 
minutes after death will be the greatest minutes of my life." Moran's 
words take the sky as their home, writing a consideration of experience, 
moving through the space of the impossible as predicated by vintage 
Science fiction novels. 


Mystic Vapors 


I'm hovering over an air mattress. Stacks of occult texts litter the floor. A 
bag of Brazil nuts, a bag of walnuts. The smell of burnt plastic. The hardest 
psychedelia. Desire is a vapor. And I find it disagreeable. 
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Digital Turbulence 


Inoculate the sun with the substance of dreams. The sky emits a primal haze. 
A television is switched on in an empty room. Scorched halos ring roses. 
Orbs of plasma empty swimming pools. Nothing is alive. Alien essence. 
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Exasperations 


Vintage science fiction novels. They reveal my true nature. Surveillance 
escapades in a Hyperborean daze. The lightest auras are visions in the ether. 
The universe is entirely gray. Galactic entities are haunting me, hunting 
me. Life has consumed me. Still, I am ravenous for the golden auras. The 
impossible tones. 
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Witch Gospel 


All the spheres collapse in the other dark sorceries. Fire fire fire, fuel of my 
dissolve. Black enough to see through hate. Black enough to become all. Be 
all. The blackest auras. 
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Ghost Zones 


Animate a daze and the miasmal black it contains. The corrosion of unreal 
vapors. Vagabond planets orbit a gaze. A stack of frozen roses emit perennial 
auras of ghostly zones. Infinite expansions. Delirious grids. 
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Pray Harder 


I cower into all corners of being. The sky's my master and what is home. Etch 
my face on the sun like nobody’s business. Dimensional whirlwind and glory 
in the haze. Breaking through barriers and what's the difference. Life in a 
new way and life in every day. Pray harder and die faster is all I can do. 
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Creation 


I can be a part of creation. Born into limitless times as a boundary for who I 
am. Absolute presence and the constancy of moving in endless space. Writhe 
spirit. I'm so fake I don't even care. Lamb white, I muscle into air. Like who 
can touch me when I'm downing every drink in the room. This is the final 


life. 
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A Hero 


Consumption moved me beyond the planets. It’s so great losing it all to 
imagine myself in a world being created. Blast waves of light down my throat 
like I'm face fucking the sun. I'm a hero wherever I go. I bleed chasms and 
ether. I surpass it all and make myself a figure of glory. 
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Prisms Ablaze 


Prisms ablaze of subtle fields. A vision of decay like I am everything. Walking 
in newness through vapors and turbulence. I bend the sky to fit my view. 
Vessels shriek. Some ancient mist acts as my defibrillator. The day will always 
end. Verge of a season. An ocean of exchange. All distance immure, dancing. 
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Phantasm 


The first five minutes after death will be the greatest minutes of my life. I 
change realities the way the masses change TV channels. I’m fully awake 
in another dimension. Alive and hounded by the lidless flaming eye. In the 
shine of the dark I exist without orbit. A static curse touched by death and 
rippled with red. The weight of everything shifts. A penultimate flame. 
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Vibrant Noon 


In the unrefined shine of the dark, a fluorescent mix of graves vacuums the 
bloom ofa kinetic stride. Vibrant hues. The fatal sacrament of my noon. 

Its wounds and sores streaming against the grain through glassy domes. 
Prismatic glaze of alien days suffer the tone of the glow. I have suffered the 
terrible lucidity of horizons. And the stain of silence. The strident urge of an 
element. A wounded vortex of a waste world. 
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Stellar Accelerations 


Dull edges of light shift in a delirious mist. The void is what I crave. The 

hue of a vicious substance. Edges change shape and have no outer limit. A 
concentration poured into a focal point. Forces move within invisible limits. 
Nonlinear alignment, glowing mirrors. 
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The Wound Inspector 


To perform these tragic surgeries I keep myself privy to the sky. And the stain 
it contains. Inside the stain is a crippled eye. The realized sky. The brood ofa 
dream. A dark point rapidly approaching through a haze. Scent of an essence 
soaring through ineffable horizons. It stains me it drains me it takes me away. 
It makes me feel I'm inside a day. Receptor energy. To feel and suffer on all 
the planets. Galaxies storm at my fingertips. The stellar drain. 
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Codes 


Create futurity in this violent echo. Violence shaped me. Moths defecate on 
me. In the waste orbit I crave fresh auras to ache in. The violent speeds of the 
universe. Voodoo apocryphas. I speak to the air. A rigorous dispersal of my 
malaria. I see dimensions. Dissolute. Blackened sky. Unyielding force. 
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Atonal Waves 


Nebulous pollutants exhaust the plenitude. A sea that surrounds a planet. 
Cellular elements. The sky acts as a primitive cinema. Oceans of shadows. 
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Fader 


The spirit of a star gleams wayward. Heavenward, with an ever-open eye, the 
sky breaches the field. Vibrating waves enshrined a kaleidoscopic sky. The 
grace of days is a collapsible echo. Emblematic residuals. I have a mania. I call 
it jazz. Fumes and sunshine. Sometimes I can scar the ocean with my sight. I 
can scar the ocean with my sight. 
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TRANSLATOR'S 
NOTE 


LEIF HAVEN 


JUNE 2011 
EDITION OF 15 


*If someone says, *I have a body," he can be asked "Who is speaking here 
with this mouth?"' Who is speaking through the text is not a who but 
a what, for in considering translations of the works of Wittgenstein, 
Haven constructs poetic fragments that engage the outside by turning 
within. Language collides with itself to lead to a new path of meaning. 
The meaning and logic of poetry are presented in stark opposition to the 
logical intent of colloquial speech. 


A fortnight’s intense discussion in this locus 
amoenus 

for steering us through the shoals and rapids 

what we name here: a fragment. 
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104. 

I am for example also convinced that the sun 
is not a hole in the vault of heaven. If the vault 
of heaven sprung a leak or were blasted open, 
coal dust would pour out and windshields and 
storefronts would be blackened for weeks. If 
the vault of heaven were opened, everyone 
would have to find their shovels. If the vault of 
heaven holed up in a cabin, if for example by 

a quiet lake covered with riffling pine. If a sea 
cave leads to a vault; if for example, we carry 
on home; we are always faintly triumphant, if 
ragged. Then the saddle reigns. The tornado 
warning wails from a four-story walk up in the 
distance. Glass towers listen under the sky. 


311. 

Or imagine that the boy questioned the truth 

“of history”, its sparseness and gentleness; hairs 

on a boy's arms. And he will be grateful. The 

night of the cell is dark like night. The tiley cold 
bathroom of the dark night of the cell in the 

three story walk up under the sky in the city beside 
the lake where a white noise machine is 

the best metaphor that a boy can think of right 
now. 
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125. 

For why shouldn't I test my eyes by looking to 
find out whether I see my two eyes? And why 
shouldn't I test the structure of the slanted roof 
by cannon fire and why shouldn't I look to find 
my own eyes under that cannon over on the 


hill? 


I test my stomach, not firm but there, I test my 
mind, the same, and when I look to test mine 
arms I test whether fate ever lost a hand to a 
combine while working on a traveling harvesting 
team that rides all night boustrophedonically 
through millions of stalks of corn and 

wheat making stubble for months across six 
states wearing a hat with the logo ofa fertilizer 
company on the front and boots. 


When I look to test mine arms, I look in some 
urban corroded space, some space that sits 
beside language, a semiotic cul de sac, where 
there is no one and a no bird with a no name 
sings a no song. 


132. 

Men have judged that a king can make rain. 
What sleet 

is made, the judgment, la corona, judged, 
invert, invade. 


Dire spurting tain oft craft rain main't mend 
— clothéd in king’s clothes sans mal arché 
le game 
is fixéd wet sack cloth full with ash 
courtiers at the dock side & every present, 
snarché. 


Rake crooked rains, cover over rocks, reins 
convert lead 

-to locks, in kingdom of made rain what may 
have judged 


what reign a king can make. 
Corruptibles sag under falling sleep; 


madrigal on home we, 
madrigal home to me. 
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165. 

One child might say to another: “I know that 
the earth is already hundreds of years old" and 
that would mean: I have learnt it. The other 
might respond "But I know what yer mother did 
last night.” How then does one get through 
hundreds of years? There are so many wakings 
up it's hard to think. The earth is there. I think. 
It’s hard to say. I listen at it as often as possible. 
When was the last time either child laid on the 
ground quietly, and listened? Recently, I hope. 


153. 

No one ever 
taught me that 
my hands don't 
disappear when 
I am not paying 
attention 


I feel 

that something 
important is 
missing. A 
chime rings. 


No one ever 
taught me that. 
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244. 

If someone says, “I have a body”, he can be 
asked “Who is speaking here with this mouth?" 
I can't take my eyes off it. I want to know who 
owns it and take a walk to the park. I want to 
have a body and be asked, “Who in this room 
has slept with this body?" I want to take the 
dappled yaw out onto the lake and nap for the 
afternoon until the mouth speaks. I want the 
mouth to say "come unto" and then bethou 
this and this. I want to say, “I have a body” like 
someone, said. Then I want to ask, *Where have 
you been for the last twenty five years" And 
then answer. 
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143. 

I am told that someone climbed this mountain 
long ago. I asked the mountain “how’s it goin’ 
mountain?" And the mountain said “I’m just 
livin' the dream, just livin' the dream". Though 
unfamiliar with Artaud, being an inanimate 
geographical feature, the mountain could 
never move past Artaud or anything else, which 
is fine. Mountain dreams are a different kind of 
dreams than the ones I know. I imagine that 
who ever climbed the mountain long ago neglected 
to mention moving Or past, because 

they were preoccupied. Someone left me a 

rope though; the synchronic rope that's just 
long as hell that now lies on the side of the 
mountain. I am told that under the mountain I 
see there is another similar mountain, and I am 
also told that on top of the mountain that I see 
there is another similar mountain with a rope 
anchored at the top falling down the side of 
each. 
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483. 

A good ground is one that looks like this: The 
stubble field with piles of unbaled hay at intervals 
into the distance or the loamy forest floor 

next the river or cyprus diving every way or the 
dusty rural dirt of the road leading up to the 
white washed farm house or dry jutting with 
small stones and scattered with sheep like this 
over ground I go, likening to try each out testing 
their firmness and kindness here damp 

here sharp napping where one can the rain 
especially lays me down one time on my back 
with my mouth open next on my front with 

my eyes closed and arms to my sides I think I 
have touched and smelled and slept a good 
ground the stars rise I notice if I am not prostrate 
I have blisters in a gully I curl from the wind 

the sea is near I build a small roof without any 
house out of bramble and bracken by morning 
the ground will ask me in. 
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97. 

But I distinguish between the movement of the 
waters on the riverbed and the shift of the bed 
itself; though there is not a sharp division of the 
one from the other. 
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118. 

So far no one has 
opened my skull. 
But there is this 


strange seam 
on my forehead 
that I have yet to 


make sense of. 
Yesterday I found 
the best falafel I've had 


in along time 
just blocks from 
here. Sinead O'Connor's 


“Nothing Compares 2 U” 
was written by Prince 
but everyone knows 


that it's her 
song. I'm planning 
a trip. I’m not 


kidding anymore. 


122-123. 


Doesn't one need 


grounds for doubt? 
Wherever I look I find 


no ground for doubting 
that. Grim cobwebs 


dangle from tin 
ceiling above fans. 


I would go looking for 
the ground, but 


outside grows 
increasingly unpleasant 
this time of year. 


A good idea is a desire 
like any desire. Let 
me the fuck off this 


bus I can’t handle it 


anymore. I dismissed 
two things I love and 


161 


Iam left with one other 
thing. Insects burrow 
into the house; winter 


is come as a relief. 
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361. 

The chair is thinking to itself the chair doesnt 
grumble, doesn't complain the water and salt 
and stones stick between the lugs of my boots 
in winter walking down thirty fifth the tower is 
visible over the pepsi building and its giant lot 
of white trucks by the river. The chair waits and 
thinks. We're not different. Once I saw another 
chair collapse after too much bouillabaisse 

and wine. The chair shows its nails. I've left your 
key in the top left hand box in the foyer in an 
envelope that I labeled. I cannot find the check 
that I wrote for rent but I am sure within reason 
that I wrote it. Beyond that there is a small field 
of long wild prairie grass by the barn off the 
back forty ringed with trees the motion lights 
have turned on but I'm not certain what's out 
there. 
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398. 

It belongs to the farmer who is sitting on the 
bench in front of it. Belongs to, as in sits in the 
back of the closet in a shoebox or what was it 
in your coinpocket in a pair of jeans covered 

by a belt. I was promised sausages and cheeses 
yet no one delivered. There were none. The 
farmer also belongs to the bench. I am not 

the farmer and neither is anyone else. I go 
north because sometimes I want to go north. 
I've considered sending letters. Some funny 
belonging sits at the back of the closet but I 
mustn’t speak of belonging. Let me belong of 
tongue and short of malice. Let the song go on. 
I liked that one and play it again, etc. Did you 
get the papers about this beginning? As to get 
in the plane. As in belongs to the former, that 
springs from the stone, that also is coming, that 
I want to say, that even if you listen, that I be the 
farmer that didn't buy that house, that bench, 
but that he came like that and stays. 


539. 

I see a picture that represents a smiling face. I 
see another picture that represents a smiling 
face. One picture is different from the other. I 
would like to be left alone with my pictures for 
a moment. The smile is invading the dreams 
of dreams, and neither can be trusted. Did he 
understand what would happen in one more 
length of his life? Impossible to say. Other 
countries and other lands; we had arrived at 
another land where short people munched 
on tulips. Fifteen years later we awake on the 
beach with petals in our beards. Won't you 
take us sailor onto your boat? 
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540. 

Isn't it very odd that I should be unable to think 
that it will stop raining soon? You've got all the 
worst shifts, the rainy ones. You are both gentle 
and moronic and I never want to talk to you. I 
can feel something in your drinks and I never 
want to talk to you. Isn't it very odd that I should 
be unable to think when your hair falls into your 
lined eyes? This weather makes me ill. It's not 
weather. I know how to say the right prayer but 

I am unable to think it. Iam unable to think 
that it will stop soon. 


525. 

After he had said this, he left her as he did the 
day before. 

He walked across the street into the station for 
supplies. 

A packet of cashews and a fresh pack of 
smokes and walked 

a little further down. He said this and this; this 
that figures 

for something terrible and this that figures for 
something 

beautiful but it's too late to say which is which. 
This and 

this are one thing and not one thing. Swans 
both black 

and not black drift hopelessly or without need 
for hope 

somewhere in London and even your dreams 
remember this. 

He left her as he had the day before, but today 
the 

water takes a different state; the veil shakes in 
the wind. 


167 


168 


527. 

is very important. 
Judging by the way I put 
that in my notebook 

I was probably on 

my third drink. 


515. 

Two pictures of a rose in the dark. One is quite 
black; the rose is invisible. In the other it is 
painted in full detail and surrounded by black. 
Two pictures of a rose, in the dark, one is quite 
black. Two pictures ofa rose, one is quite beautiful 
in the dark, all is dark, one rose in detail the 

other painted in black, two pictures ofa rose, 

one painted over with black one painted on to 
black, there is no light switch in the dream, the 
rose floats behind something that you can't 

see through. That winter you had a mystical visitation 
in your bedroom. 
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508. 

The weather is fine. English without bread. I saw 
a rose in the neon of the dark and it opened 

its petals for you. It gave birth to your long white 
legs and then your mind, figured as a pair of 
sunglasses and a jar of red wine, emerging 

whole, from the opened petals of the rose. Two 
pictures of a rose in the dark, one is quite black. 
We walk to the shop. The weather is fine. The 
snow is going sideways. Two pictures of a rose 

in a whiteout. The reports corroborate. Neither is 
going away. 


5. 

When I take a bus I say to the conductor “Three- 
penny" and the conductor barks something 
back that sounds like "ancillary, corollary" the 
bus stops and sometimes this pleases me. 

There is a large pitcher of milk that does not. 
Everything is suddenly romantic. I nod at the 
conductor. My head is a plump rosy check. 

Ifeel at my wallet and step off into the grey 
speeding. 
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THESIS 

It is interesting to compare 
the kinds of meaning or 
the kinds of logic in 
poetry to the kind of 


logical meaning in 
colloquial or 

fiction or prose. Sometimes 
I say french breakfast 


radish and it's alright 
and that's what makes 
this poem a poem, ok? 


HEADLESS 


GEORGES BATAILLE 


JULY 2011 
EDITION OF 10 


WE ARE FEROCIOUSLY RELIGIOUS. A privately released pamphlet, printed to 
be disseminated in secret among friends. HEADLESS collects M Kitchell's 
translation of “[Program]”—a manifesto-like text written in tangent with 
the genesis of Bataille's secret-society Acéphale, and Allen Stoekl's 
translation of “The Sacred Conspiracy," another text written around the 
same time (not included here). 


[Program] 


l. 
Form a creative community of shared values, values that create 
cohesion. 


Ze 
Lift the curse: the guilt that strikes men, forcing them into wars 
they do not want, consigning them to work from whose fruits they 
never benefit. 


3. 
Assume the duties of destruction and decay but not to the level ofa 
complete negation of being. 


4. 
Realize personal fulfillment between being and the tension of 
existence through concentration, a positive asceticism and personal 
discipline. 


5. 

Realize the universal fulfillment of autonomy (personal/individual 
being) in the irony of the animal world and through the revelation of a 
leaderless (headless) universe which exists in a state of play rather than 
one of duty. 


6. 
Take upon oneself perversion and crime, not exclusively, but as 
values to be integrated into the complete human. 


7. 
Fight to break down and rule out any community other than the 
universal community, such as national communities, socialism and 
communism, or churches. 
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8. 
Affirm the reality of values, the human inequality that results and 
acknowledge the shifting nature of society. 


9. 
Participate in the destruction of the world that exists, eyes open to 


the world that will be. 


10. 
Consider the world that is in the sense of reality containing the 
‘now’ and not in the sense of a “definitive happiness,” which is not only 
inaccessible but also hateful. 


11. 


Affirm the eminence of violence and the volition of aggression as 
they are the foundation of all power. 


4.4.36 
translated by M Kitchell 
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BRETT E. GALLAGHER 


JULY 2011 
EDITION OF 20 


Kjellfrid and Erland inhabit the obsidian abyss of the fjord. They move 
into and out of, carried by vessels, always in motion. The spectrality 
of the air haunts each scene, like an uncanny whiteness, glistening as 
if the page could not be marked. But incantation brings interruption. An 
interruption is an event. There is a heaviness which is night, and the 
sea bed must be investigated. When constellated between Kjellfried and 
Erland, identity can be nothing but permeable. 


But there is another kind of interruption, more enigmatic 
and more grave. It introduces the wait that measures 

the distance between two interlocutors—no longer a 
reducible, but an irreducible distance. 


— Maurice Blanchot, The Infinite Conversation 
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one 


hermetical thaumaturgy 

grey to black, says erland 

yes, says kjellfrid 

darkness, says erland 

settling over fjord, i, says kjellfrid 

the waves, can you hear them, says erland 

they are weeping, and yet, says kjellfrid 

and yet, yes, says erland 

it is as if the forest is dragging a, says kjellfrid 

a beat, pause 

it is as though i'm dragging the heavy water up a mountain, says erland 

they are young whispers, the particles of this iron night, says kjellfrid 

and the wind is terrible erland thinks, ghosts risen and drowned, nightly 
exorcisms from wooden vessel moored in bay and blacksmiths, with caliginous 
blocks of iron, beginning walk against crepuscular light towards steep cliffs 
of narrow inlet, greater bank of fjord, where in unison, backstays of diurnal 
effulgence, in metered incantation, are ensorcelled from the ebb and end of 
light in gloaming decline 

please, says kjellfrid 


maybe, possibly, says erland 
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i have unraveled my nocturnal thoughts, says kjellfrid 
oh, says erland 
enchantments, they are puzzling, oracular, says kjellfrid 


outside blacksmiths as vessels hovering over vessels levitating above blackening sky 
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incantation, scintillanting hex unobserved 
bronchial tubes, there were sixteen, says kjellfrid 
oh, says erland 


yes, i, gloom of nightfall set over, sixteen bronchial tubes appear while, a priestess, 
you were out on the fjord, says kjellfrid 


yes, i, says erland 


it was a time without light, enneaeteric, a polyaromatic system of conducting 
passages appear oscillating around myself, an observer, removed from myself in 


six, says kjellfrid 
in six, the aqueous high water was deeply rounded, says erland 


iin six, six chambers, body enshrouded by pathway paved with blocks, iron rails, 
stones with text evasive, meaning abstruse, says kjellfrid 


and erland stands and walks over to the window and kjellfrid wonders what he is 
thinking and she closes her eyes and remains, and she closes her eyes and remains, 
without much sound, and she remains without much sound, and she opens her 
eyes after a curvature, a loop or annular of thoughts, and erland is still standing at 
the window, and kjellfrid closes her eyes and she is without ears and displayed as a 
tapering spire atop four semi-flightless theurgical incantations and kjellfrid opens 
her eyes and kjellfrid has arms as trachea, secreting mucus, ejecting acroamatic 
microbes affixed geometrically to tragically formed exoskeletons who, kjellfrid 
thinks, are roman catholic priests cantillating textual fragments from exorcism 
manuals and this is all too much, and kjellfrid peels back her eyes and erland stands 
limbless by the window, and kjellfrid realizes this removal and it is fascinating, 
and with her eyelids removed kjellfrid becomes like the coast of fjord, and it is 
nestled next to her and she is walking along the inlet with erland and it is nebulous 
and atramentous and erland, his hand clasped with her hand, is guiding kjellfrid 


along the coast to his vessel, and above the multitude of oceanic reverberations 
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erland recites and the mountain has exhaled and everything can be together and 
when they reach his vessel kjellfrid is unable to follow erland into his boat and he 
is seated and shouting to her but she cannot hear him and the sky is aphotic and 
erland begins to row slowly out in the fjord and kjellfrid watches, and kjellfrid 
watches, and kjellfrid watches, and kjellfrid watches, and kjellfrid closes her eyes 
and remains, and kjellfrid closes her eyes and remains, and kjellfrid opens her eyes 
and it is dusk and erland stands beside the window and smiles and kjellfrid says lez 
us go out to the fjord in your vessel and erland nods and they exit the room into the 
unlit, stygian night 
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the magic lantern 

midnight proscenium, multiple arches, says erland 

each night, a reconstruction of, and you are here, says kjellfrid 

and kjellfrid reaches for erlands hand and under leaden ceiling of grandfather 
farrier’s guiding work with billow and brume against the shadowed thunderheads 
of ashen projections, fitted together by insectile susurrations, and kjellfrid listens 
to the whispered language of the windswept forest, a hinterland of brambles, 
creepers and briars amassed as a chaparral metropolis and thinks about erland, the 
mesothetic legion of wandering and roaming journeys arranged centrically as a 
vessel, a wraith ofshadow and specter buoyed near the inlet ofthe ford, and erland 
begins perambulating along the path towards his vessel moored in the inlet, and 
kjellfrid cannot help but note the unfastening phantasmagoria lit with the ethereal 


eidolons from slightly visible aperture, and kjellfrid closes her eyes and figmented 
apparitions ghost about until drowned as opened ocular vessels 


erland, says kjellfrid 

a beat, pause 

to part forever, i wrote you something, says kjellfrid 
transformation and superimposition, the illusion o£, says erland 
if ever, our vessel, a zoopraxiscope in seventy-one, says kjellfrid 
we are a vessel in motion, says erland 

a projection, the impression of passage, says kjellfrid 

the onus of disquiet, strange, changing, says erland 


and the solicitude of traipsing towards our vessel, in spite of, i am with you, says 
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kjellfrid 

and erland thinks the great cumbrous night is umbilical and erland guides kjellfrid 
past the threshold of primeval grove in which a vessel of coniferous thicket 
arises and erland wanders onward and gazes at kjellfrid following with timidity, 
she an aquamarine labyrinth of wilderness, and erland pauses at the mezzanine, 
and kjellfrid again clasps his hand, and erland surveys the fjord roused from the 
foundation of obsidian gloom and becomes aware of the wind as it soughs through 
the forest against the abyssal expanse ahead 

the deadweight of ghosts onto smoke, says erland 

before, there, your vessel, says kjellfrid 

yes, says erland 

before, while, this inquietude, let us walk towards your vessel, says kjellfrid 

maybe, before we, says erland 

the projector will soon have warmed up, says kjellfrid 

yes, says erland 


before, let us seat ourselves in your vessel, says kjellfrid 


through wraithlike phantom-night share with me what you have written, says 
erland 


the organic noises of night give way to a primitive and primary luminescence from 
the rear as their vessel awaits, foreboding, eternal 
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two 


vessel at midnight, a prelude 


and kjellfrid opens her hands and within lies a shadowless night and kjellfrid opens 
her mouth but there are wooden beams for teeth and nails for gums and kjellfrid 
closes her eyes, and closes her eyes, and closes her eyes, and watches vessels within 
vessels transfigure dusk into musty darkened spaces within spacelessness under 
floorboards and kjellfrid opens her eyes and her body is not her body but that 
of erland's and her body is wedged between their floorboards and erland stands 
by the window and kjellfrid opens her mouth but oars as dull molars chatter in 
indeterminable tracing patterns and erland watches kjellfrid and erland adjusts her 
left shoulder but within space, within the unobservance of space, erland gazes at 
the void, around which are trapezoids of oblique heaviness, and kjellfrid watches 
and erland opens the frame around the window and kjellfrid flickers momentarily 
and kjellfrid walks over towards the alcove where a contained fire burns and 
kjellfrid watches erland pry her axe from the mantle and begin forming a vessel 
from her body and kjellfrid watches astonished as his body becomes less ofa body 


and more ofa replica of his vessel moored in the bay 
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-a continuation 


and erland flickers in triplicate, seated in vessel quadrupled in narrow light of single 
ocular point held slightly ruined in an untitled roof of floorboards taped together 
in double formation held with feeble tape and runny glue, holds oars which are 
ovarian glands and begins to row out towards center that is within an outer center 
that contains a destination and kjellfrid is seated in another vessel taped to erland’s 
that drags behind his as he rows and kjellfrid’s vessel secretes mucus from earlobes 
that line the outer hull which lubricate the joints of her vessel which are braided 
hamstrings within finely selected gum tissues and from her vantage point a light 
that is gooey and foreign impregnates a barren darkness which creeps on it’s hands 
with pelvis turned upward and it is hard for kjellfrid to swallow with trachea 
attached underfoot and kjellfrid has a collection of nails which are thoughts that 
act as single isolated words which she carries nestled to her chest in a birdnest 
and kjellfrid wishes to toss the nest into erland’s vessel but the twigs continually 
come undone and nails of varying hues lengths and densities refract lightly against 
the bottom of her vessel and are lost among the pubic hair lining the base of her 
grey memorial, and erland glaces back towards kjellfrid and notices her eyes and 
mouth are vaginal cavities and an eye rests upon the peak of one cavity and another 
eye is sewn inside a musty armpit and her mouth has been crudely taped to the 
sail which is slowly losing its adhesion and is turned laterally from its base and 
secretes molten lead as if from the shops of the blacksmiths now seen entering the 
picture in sculpted chest cavities that have been proofed with water-repellent and 
decorated with collarbones of internalized rhythms 
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-an observation 


and kjellfrid begins counting fingernails kept in her birdnest and she imagines she 
is a mother bird who is taking care of her young and she slowly carefully lovingly 
places more nails into the nest and looks out towards the center of the fjord and 
kjellfrid feels herself becoming undone and this is all too much and as taped joints 
begin sagging from sockets her glued frame begins losing its shape and erland can 
be seen rowing his vessel ever closer to the center of the fjord and kjellfrid realizes 
the moon is as a solitary isolation and a great sadness fills her diaphram and by 
the light of the projectors flickering nebula-pattern refracted over the desolate 
topography of a continuous blackness settling over the fjord kjellfrid writes the 
scaline angles of her mind with her most prized fingernails 


and the half life of this vessel a flotation 
above body levitated above body 

dusk over forest seen from below 

is equivalent to the thought 

that iam out somewhere apart from myself 
and i am investigating the sea bed 

and on calm evenings i vow out to you 

this heaviness the night 

is yours 

ours 


and kjellfrid raises her head and watches erland rowing with oars that are tusks 
of pine shaped as colonies of trails as paint-dripping quasars at night and erland 
has become in triplicate and his body flickers gently and kjellfrid can see through 
him if only momentarily and kjellfrid looks down at her hands and remembers 
when he pulled her aside by the window when these great iron-fastened nights 
were fewer and said i want to be there with you now and year from now and a year 
from now endlessly and kjellfrid remembers sleep patterns of dream sequences 
filled with forest families and tender angles 


endless darkness, says kjellfrid 
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almost probably, says kjellfrid as erland 
why has it become so quiet, says kjellfrid 

take my hand, says kjellfrid as erland 

listen, says kjellfrid 

the sounds of moonlight cratering against the pines and, says kjellfrid as erland 
will this, we, says kjellftid 


soon we will row out to each other and make quiet introductions with lips of 


heavy water that will hold the way under moon light of indian summer sky, says 
kjellfrid as erland 


yes, says kjellfrid 
soon, i must leave, says kjellfrid as erland 
but, says kjellfrid 


and erland begins walking and kjellfrid stands and erland continues walking and 
kjellfrid hides her face from view and erland keeps walking and keeps walking and 
keeps walking and keeps walking 


and kjellfrid lifts her head and erland is resting his oars and looking back at kjellfrid 
but kjellfrid is again unable to speak and only understands language in fingernails 
muscles cavities airways and mucus secretions and the water is still and the far wall 
ofthe horizon flutters and a dim glow appears towards one extreme of the horizon 
and taped floorboards nails hastily hammered glued sheets of darkness tacked orbs 
of cotton as crescent moons begin crumbling and kjellfrid opens her mouth again 
to shout to her beloved but her vessel begins closing around her and her folds and 
cavities ache and the darkness of her vessel 
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-a conclusion 


an orb an egg a circular something an enclosure a waking nothing an eraser an 
erasure a moon drowned a shadow raised a somebody a nobody a time a period of 
timelessness a mountain the mountain sunken into abyssal depths a fjord a vessel a 
two a pair of three a tressel of four in three departed in two reduced to one that was 
and now trails with loss a single iteration a lonely space an epigraph as a curtain 
as what was sunken under heavy water under heavy-weighted sky under sighs of 
waves supporting vessels of dragging solitude under ceilings of worn floorboards 
between thoughts and the spaces within a memory a memory as the great 
sarcophagus of grandfather sea a procession the iron works the heavy-hearted 
night of staggering helms operating in secret machinations against the dim glow of 
the projector light displaying a lone vessel moored in the inlet against an invisible 
lateral display a finite distance from the vessel where trails of soft inflections can 
be heard rising above the waves the swoop with the swoop and cross of the wind 
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endless 

resurrection is tremendous, one Says 

intervals caliginous shadows, continuous gloom, another says 
you and i, one says 

you and you, another says 

where, one says 

a beat, pause 

vessel of static, where i thought you were, says one 

come softly, says another 


a beat, pause 
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three 


suicide dream 4 


realizes the topography is looping 
realizes 
realizes 
realizes 


[ 


[[obstruction 

whole projection angular prismic 
plane of sloping interior] 

traverse the craniometrical depths] 
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prelude to a suicide dream, night corridors 


revolution of an ellipse, abounding a great blackness deeply concealed in a cabal 
of prenatural mysteries and the slow procession of cryptic cloaked masses of 
mountain ranges castrated in the esotoria of crippled sutral ligaments and kjellfrid 
enters the forest and kjelfrid enters the forest and kjellfrid enters the forest and 
kjellfrid sighs and the moon is near, silent, long shadows play against creeper 
thicket-growth, a tangled morass, a primeval forest of wooded exorcisms, pathways 
eerie mystical, and kjellfrid thinks of solitude, inverse sounds of the hermetical 
frontier and kjellfrid thinks of erland and kjellfrid thinks of erland and kjellfrid 
alone alongside herself reaches for her lantern and kjellfrid whispers her other's 
name and silence returns and kjellfrid whispers her own name and silence returns 
and kjellfrid is beside herself, the distance between her and herself a royal chasma 
filled with sharp angles and atonal noises, the distance between herself and her 
other a whorl of lossless pitch, a myriad of continuing endlessnesses 
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you you you 
itisiitisi 

itis me 

i miss you, you 

i have stood waiting 

the fjord has remained as it has 

unmoored your vessel now upturned 

a beat, pause 

the sepulchre of remembrance 

this night a monolithic tomb, a procession of colossal monuments 
oh this heaviness of heart, will you 

to leave, i never, possibly 

we are vessels of arrival 

i must leave, yet 

please 

in our panoply 

my tragedienne 


vespertine beloved 
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i have discovered a city by the sea 
light will break soon, until the quietus extinguishes 


and silence consumes as matutinal rays through vaunted vesture loom in the 
eunoia of saturnine nocturnes pressed against hushed separations 
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iii 

without 

iam here, i have missed you dearly 

within me a vessel of emptiness 

irowed and rowed, you were nowhere to be found 

yet you are the darkest i know 

i hoped, at least, maybe 

this night has passed on the quiet 

a beat, pause 

i have ached for you 

listen, the night is unfastening 

and kjellfrid listens and kjellfrid notices hundreds of canescent pinpoints 
emancipated from the heavy ghastliness and kjellfrid listens to the halcyon 
noiselessness emanating from the static unlight and kjellfrid is without and the 
night is as ever and kjellfrid remains next to her vessel anchored, the nocturnal inlet 
breathing room between floorboards between sunken walls between windows 
opening onto something and darknesses that are nothings between rafters and 
roofs between clouds of grandeur between grainy images of vessels passing against 
walls against finite pitches that signify endings and reroutings which rewrite and 
rewire which loop and swallow which can be seen slightly under heavily forested 
clouds that cling steadily together as topographic surveys of seawater lapping over 
the edges of nighttime and kjellfrid continues listening and around there is fading 


and around there is static and kjellfrid clings to the canopic shadows and kjellfrid 
thinks about and imagines and walking towards the inlet and meeting there a 
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figure a vessel an unlit panomora and kjellfrid imagines and kjlellrid is in motion 
and the heather clusters of concealed invocations stationed overhead pass swiftly 
sometimes and kjellfrid hums hulls against oceanic wavelapping and kjellfrid 
continues walking and the forest gathers closer and trees nordic mysterious light 
lamps of evening evanescence and whisper whitenesses against coal-saturated 
moonbeams unsheltered from polyploidal collections of yearnings that speak in 
diffracted light that seeps through grey windows outlined in early morning hours 


and kjellrid notices that the transparency of her vessel is temporal and kjellfrid 
notices that her organs have been confused and rearranged and kjellfrid aches 
and the night has begun dosing around her and the inlet is eerie silent and 
kjellfrid motions towards her vessel and within kjellfrid parts branches stumps 
vines conifers masses of metropolitan undergrowth that have spurted up within 
and kjellfrid is now one that has become many and kjellfrid is less lonely and a 
crystallized evening endures and her vessel is inhabited by many and kjellfrid 
notices and kjellfrid aches and kjellfrid gazes at her forest and plucks berries for tea 
and wishes for another and wishes for her other and wishes for no other except for 
erland who is the moon who is the eye who are the ligaments of nighttime which 
are tacked against the ceiling 
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penumbra of opulent nightfall 


and imminent shadows play against forgotten corridors and the evening is waning 
in colossal wisps and kjellfrid shivers sleepless and her thoughts are monolithic 
processions of gossamer-thin rays refracting against the forest within and 
within kjellfrid is splintered sorrowfully drowned at sea despairing in vain for 
reminiscence of her other entwined in her moonlit traversal of hallowed slivers of 
cumbrous evening cerulean mystical rustlings and kjellfrid pauses and thinks and 
the waves lap and kjellfrid closes her eyes and opens her eyes and kjellfrid closes her 
eyes and her thoughts are a bowl of remembrances wistfully lyrical and kjellfrid 
thinks of that other and she imagines the wind as an ocarina filled with eternal 
glow and within kjellfrid sighs and climbing wisteria scratching as the peregrine 
glaciers which surround her vessel move in their own ethereal silhouettes and 
under lunar moonlight kjellfrid becomes frenetic 


erland, says kjellfrid 


and the clandestine salience of lambent cadences leave kjellfrid thinking of 
vanishing eulogies luminescent enchantments of a breathing dusk 


you you you, says kjellfrid 

i have waited and under disappearing strands, no, i cannot 

us, the climbing vines against this grey endlessness, says kjellfrid 

fading, a prelude to our nocturne 

the solstice, this unending iridescent twilight, says kjellfrid 

you you you 

and kjellfrid climbs into her forest and in twilight kjellfrid understands the 


wanderlust of solace and kjellfrid rests her aching tendons and the slender vestigial 
silence consumes and kjellfrid gazes out from her vessel and the byzantine solace 


207 


of rippling moonlight consoles and the opulent void collapses into shadows and 
kjellfrid exhales the inescapable isolations meant for the whirled zephyric night 


208 


THE END 
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